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THE 

TURTLE      AND      SPARROW, 

AN      ELEGIAC      TALE. 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE   DEATH   OF   PRINCE   GEORGE, 
1708. 

T)  E  H  I  N  D  an  unfrequented  glade, 
-^^  Where  yew  and  myrtle  mix  their  ihade, 
A  widow  turtle  penfive  fat, 
And  wept  her  murder'd  lover's  fate. 
The  fparrow  chanc'd  that  way  to  walk  5 

(A  bird  that  loves  to  chirp  and  talk)  ; 
Be  fure  he  did  the  turtle  greet ; 
She  anfwer'd  him  as  fhe  thought  meet. 
Sparrows  and  turtles,  by  the  bye, 
Can  think  as  well  as  you  or  1 :  10 

B  2  But 
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But  how  they  did  their  thoughts  exprefs, 
The  margin  fhews  by  T  and  S. 

y.  My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  fled  ; 
Alas  !    I  weep  Columbo  dead  : 

Come,  all  ye  winged  lovers,  come,  15 

Drop  pinks  and  daifies  on  his  tomb  : 
Sing,  Philomel,  his  funeral  verfe  ; 
Ye  pious  redbreafts,  deck  his  hearfe  : 
Fair  fwans,  extend  your  dying  throats, 
Columbo's  death  requires  your  notes  :  20 

**  For  him,  my  friends,  for  him  I  moan, 
**  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

Stretch'd  on  the  bier  Columbo  lies  ; 
Pale  are  his  cheeks,  and  clos'd  his  eyes  ; 
Thofe  cheeks,  where  Beauty  fmiling  lay  ;  25 

Thofe  eyes,  where  Love  was  us'd  to  play. 
Ah  !   cruel  Fate,  alas  !   how  foon 
That  beauty  and  thofe  joys  are  flown  ! 

Columbo  is  no  more  :   ye  Floods, 
Bear  the  fad  found  to  diftant  Woods ;  30 

The  found  let  Echo's  voice  reftore, 
And  fay,  Columbo  is  no  more. 
"  Ye  Floods,  ye  Woods,  ye  Echoes,  moan 
•*  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

The  Dr)'ads  all  forfook  the  wood,  35 

And  mournful  Naiads  round  me  ftood, 
The  tripping  fawns  and  fairies  came, 
All  confcious  of  our  mutual  flame, 
"  To  figh  for  him,  with  me  to  moan 
**  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone."  40 

Venus 
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Venus  difdain'd  not  to  appear, 
To  lend  my  grief  a  friendly  ear  ; 
But  what  avails  her  kindnefs  now  ? 
She  ne'er  fhall  hear  my  fecond  vow : 
The  Loves,  that  round  their  mother  flew,  45 

Did  in  her  face  her  forrows  view  ; 
Their  drooping  wings  they  penlive  hung, 
Their  arrows  broke,  their  bows  unilrung  ; 
They  heard  attentive  what  I  faid. 

And  wept,  with  i^ie,  Columbo  dead  :  50 

*'  For  him  I  figh,  for  him  I  moan, 
**  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

'•  'Tis  ours  to  weep,"  great  Venus  faid  ; 
*'  *Tis  Jove's  alone  to  be  cbe}^'d  : 
"  Nor  birds  nor  goddeffes  can  move  ^^ 

«  The  juft  behefts  of  fatal  Jove. 
*'  I  faw  thy  mate  with  fad  regret, 
"  And  curs'd  the  fowler's  cruel  net : 
"  Ah,  dear  Columbo  !   hovy  he  fell, 
"  Whom  Turturella  lov'd  fo  well !  €0 

**  I  faw  him  bleeding  on  the  ground, 
*'  The  fight  tore  up  my  ancient  wound  ; 
"  And,  whiift  you  wept,  ahs  !    I  cry'd, 
*'  Columbo  and  Adonis  dy'd." 

■"  Weep,  all  ye  Streams ;  ye  Mountains,  groan  ;  6^ 
'*  I  mourn  Columbo,  dead  and  gone  ; 
"  Still  let  my  tender  grief  complain, 
"  Nor  day  nor  night  that  grief  reft  rain  :" 
I  faid,  and  Venus  ftiil  reply'd, 

"  Columbo  and  Adonis  dy'd.'*  70 

B  3  S\  Poor 
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S.  Poor  Turturella,  hard  thy  cafe. 
And  juft  thy  tears,  alas,  alas  I 

T,  And  haft  thou  lov'd,  and  canft  thou  hear 
With  piteous  heart  a  lovers  care  ? 
Come  then,  with  me  thy  forrows  join,  75 

And  eafe  my  woes  by  telling  thine  : 
**  For  thou,  poor  bird,  perhaps  may'ft  moan 
**  Some  PafTerella  dead  and  gone." 

S.  Dame  Turtle,  this  runs  foft  in  rhyme. 
But  neither  fuits  the  place  nor  time  ;  80 

The  fowler's  hand,  whofe  cruel  care 
For  dear  Columbo  fet  the  fnare. 
The  fnare  again  for  thee  may  fet ; 
Two  birds  may  perifli  in  one  net : 
Thou  fhould'ft  avoid  this  cruel  field,  S^ 

And  forrow  (liould  to  prudence  yield. 
'Tis  fad  to  die  !— 

T.  —  It  may  be  fo  ; 
'Tis  fadder  yet  to  live  in  woe. 

.S".  "UHien  widows  ufe  this  canting  ftrain,  90 

They  feem  refolv'd  to  wed  again. 

T.  When  widowers  would  this  truth  difprove, 
They  never  tafted  real  love. 

S.  Love  is  foft  joy  and  gentle  ftrife, 
His  efforts  all  depend  on  life  :  95 

When  he  has  throvrn  two  golden  darts. 
And  ftruck  the  lovers'  mutual  hearts. 
Of  his  black  fhafts  let  Death  fend  one, 
Alas !   the  pleafing  game  is  done  ; 

111 


THE    TURTLE    AND    SPARROW.      7 

111  Is  the  poor  furvivor  fped,  100 

A  corpfe  feels  mighty  cold  in  bed. 
Venus  faid  right — "  nor  tears  can  move, 
"  Nor  plaints  revoke  the  will  of  Jove.'* 

All  muft  obey  the  general  doom, 
Down  from  Alcides  to  Tom  Thumb.  10^ 

Grim  Pluto  will  not  be  withftood 
By  force  or  craft.     Tall  Robinhood, 
As  well  as  Little  John,  Is  dead 
(You  fee  how  deeply  I  am  read)  : 
With  Fate's  lean  tipftaff  none  can  dodge,  lio 

He'll  find  you  out  where'er  you  lodge. 
Ajax,  to  fhun  his  general  power. 
In  vain  abfconded  In  a  flower ; 
An  idle  fcene  T^^thonus  afted, 

WTien  to  a  grafshopper  contracted  ;  J 15 

Death  ftruck  them  in  thofe  fhapes  again. 
As  once  he  did  when  they  were  men. 

For  reptiles  perifh,  plants  decay  ; 
Flefh  is  but  grafs,  grafs  turns  to  hay. 
And  hay  to  dung,  and  dung  to  clay. 

Thus  heads  extremely  nice  difcover 
That  folks  may  die  fome  ten  times  over ; 
But  oft',  by  too  refin'd  a  touch, 
To  prove  things  plain,  they  prove  too  much. 
Wriate'er  Pythagoras  may  fay  125 

(For  each,  you  know,  will  have  his  way), 
With  great  fubmiffion  I  pronounce, 
That  people  die  no  more  than  once  ; 

B  4  But 
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Bilt  once  is  fure  ;   and  death  is  common 

To  bird  and  man,  including  woman  ;  130 

From  the  fpread  eagle  to  the  wren, 

Alas  !   no  mortal  fowl  knows  when  ; 

All  that  wear  feathers  firft  or  laft 

Muft  one  day  perch  on  Charon's  maft  ; 

Muft  lie  beneath  the  cyprefs  ihade,  1 35 

'Where  Strada's  nightingale  was  laid. 

Thofe  fowl  who  feem  alive  to  fit, 

Affembled  by  Dan  Chaucer's  wit, 

In  profe  have  ^ept  three  hundred  years, 
^Exempt  from  worldly  hopes  and  fears,  -140 

And,  laid  in  ftate  upon  their  hearfe, 

Are  truly  but  embalm'd  in  verfe. 

As  fure  as  Lefoia's  fparrow  I, 

Thou  fure  as  Prior's  dove,  muft  die, 

And  ne'er  again  from  Lethe's  ftreams  1 45 

Return  to  Adige,  or  to  Thames. 
T.  I  therefore  weep  Columbo  dead, 

M)-  hopes  bereav'cj,  my  pleafures  fled  ; 

*'  I  therefore  muft  for  ever  moan 

^*  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone."  150 

S.  Columbo-  never  fees  your  tears. 
Your  cries  Columbo  never  hears  ; 
A  wall  of  brafs,  and  one  of  lead, 
Divide  the  living  from  the  dead. 

Repell'd  by  this,  the  gather*d  rain  '155 

Of  tears  beats  back  to- earth  again  ; 
In  t'other  the  colle<5led  found 
Of  groans,  when  once  receiv'd,  is  drown'do 

'Ti« 
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'Tis  therefore  vain  one  hour  to  grieve 

'\\Tiat  Time  itfelf  can  ne'er  retrieve.  1 60 

By  nature  foft,  I  know  a  dove 

Can  never  live  without  her  love  ; 

Then  quit  this  flame,  and  light  another ; 

Dame,  I  advife  you  like  a  brother. 

T.  What,  /to  make  a  fecond  choice!  1 65 

In  other  nuptials  to  rejoice  ! 

S.  Why  not,  my  bird  ? — 

T.  — No,  Sparrow,  no  ! 
Let  me  indulge  my  pleafmg  woe  : 
Thus  fighing,  cooing,  eafe  my  pain,  lyo 

But  never  wifh,  nor  love,  again  : 
DiflrefsM,  for  ever  let  me  moan 
*'  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone.^' 

S.  Our  winged  friends  through  all  the  grove 
Contemn  thy  mad  excefs  of  love  :  175 

I  tell  thee.  Dame,  the  other  day 
I  met  a  parrot  and  a  jay, 
Who  mock'd  thee  in  their  m.imic  tone. 
And  *'  wept  Celumbo,  dead  and  gone." 

T.  Whate'cr  the  jay  or  parrot  faid,  180 

My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  fled, 
And  I  for  ever  muil  deplore 
**  Columbo  dead  and  gone." — S.  Encore  I 
For  fhame  !   forfake  this  Eion-ftyle, 
We'll  talk  an  hour,  and  walk  a  mile.  ^%^ 

Does  it  with  fenfe  or  health  agree, 
To  fit  thus  moping  on  a  tree  ? 
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To  throw  away  a  widow's  life. 

When  you  again  may  be  a  wife  ? 

Come  on  ;   I'll  tell  you  my  amours  ;  190 

Who  knows  but  they  may  influence  yours  ? 

"  Example  draws  where  precept  fails, 

"  And  fermons  are  lefs  read  than  tales." 

T.  Sparrow,  I  take  thee  for  my  friend, 
As  fuch  will  hear  thee  :    I  defcend  ;  195 

Hop  on,  and  talk ;   but,  honeil  bird,. 
Take  care  that  no  immodcft  word 
Tvlay  venture  to  ojfFend  my  ear. 

S,  Too  faint-like  Turtle,  never  fear. 
By  method  things  are  beft  difcours'd,  2CO 

Begin  we  then  with  Wife  the  ^r/i  : 
A  handfome,  fenfelefs,  awkward  fool, 
Who  v.ould  not  yield,  and  could  not  rule  : 
Her  actions  did  her  charms  difgrace. 
And  ftill  her  tongue  talk'd  of  her  face  :  2.C5 

Count  me  the  leaves  on  yonder  tree, 
So  many  different  wills  had  fhe. 
And,  like  the  leaves,  as  chance  inclin'd, 
Thofe  wills  were  chang'd  with  every  wind  : 
She  courted  the  beau-monde  to-night,  210 

L' ajfcmblee,  her  fupreme  delight ; 
The  next  flie  fat  immur'd,  unfeen, 
And  in  full  health  enjoy'd  the  fpleen  j 
She  cenfur'd  that,  fhe  alter'd  thh. 

And  with  great  care  fet  all  amifs  ;  215 

She  now  could  chide,  now  laugh,  now  ciy, 
Now  ling,  now  pout,  all  God  kno'u.'s  why  : 

Short 
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Short  was  her  reign,  (he  coiigh'd,  and  dy'd. 

Proceed  we  to  my  fscond  bride  : 

Well-born  fhe  was,  genteelly  bred,  220 

And  buxom  both  at  board  and  bed ; 

Glad  to  oblige,  and  pleas'd  to  pleafe. 

And,  as  Tom  Southern  wifely  fays, 

*'  No  other  fault  had  fhe  in  life, 

*'  But  only  that  fhe  was  my  wife  *.'*  225 

O  widow  Turtle  !   every  fhe 

(So  Nature's  pleafure  does  decree) 

Appears  a  goddefs  till  enjoy'd ; 

But  birds,  and  men,  and  gods  are  cloy'd» 

Was  Hercules  one  woman's  man  ?  230 

Or  Jove  for  ever  Leda's  fwan  ? 

Ah  !    madam,  ceafe  to  be  miilaken, 

Fev\'-  marry'd  fowl  peck  Dunmow-bacon. 

Variety  alone  gives  joy, 

The  fweeteft  meats  the  foonefl  cloy.  235 

W'hat  fparrow-dame,  what  dove  aHve, 

Though  Venus  fhould  the  chariot  drive. 

But  would  accufe  the  harnefs  weight, 

If  always  coupled  to  one  mate  ; 

And  often  wifh  the  fetter  broke  ?  240 

'Tis  freedom  but  to  change  the  yoke. 

T,  Impious  !   to  wifh  to  wed  again. 
Ere  death  difTolv'd  the  former  chain  ! 

S.  Spare  your  remark,  and  hear  the  reft  ; 
She  brought  me  fons  ;  but  (Jove  be  blefl !)        245 
She  dy'd  in  child-bed  on  the  neft. 
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*  See  "  The  Wife's  Excufe,  a  comedy. 
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Well,  reft  her  bones  !    quoth  I,  (he's  gone  ; 

But  muft  I  therefore  lie  alone  ? 

What !    am  I  to  her  memory  ty'd  ? 

Muft  I  not  live,  becaufe  ftie  dy'd  ?  250 

And  thus  I  logically  faid 

( 'Tis  good  to  have  a  reafoning  head ! ) 

Is  this  my  wife  ?    Probattir  not ; 

For  death  diftblv'd  the  marriage-knot : 

She  was,  concedo,  during  life  ;  255 

But,  is  a  piece  of  cky  a  wife  ? 

Again  ;  if  not  a  wife,  d'ye  fee, 

Why  then  no  kin  at  all  to  me  : 

And  he,  who  general  tears  can  fhed 

For  folks  that  happen  to  be  dead,  260 

May  e'en  with  equal  juftice  mourn 

For  thofe  who  never  yet  were  born. 

T.  Thofe  points  indeed  you  quaintly  prove. 
But  logic  is  no  friend  to  love. 

.S".  My  children  then  were  juft  pen-feather'd  j     265 
Some  little  corn  for  them  I  gather'd. 
And  fent  them  to  my  fpoufe's  mother  ; 
So  left  that  brood,  to  get  another : 
And,  as  old  Harr)'  whilom  faid. 

Reflecting  on  Anne  Bcileyn  dead,  270 

Cockfbones  !    I  now  again  do  ftand 
The  joUieft  bachelor  i'  th'  land. 

T.  Ah  me  !   my  joys,  my  hopes,  are  fled ; 
yijjirfl,  my  Gtily  Love^  is  dead  : 

With  endlefs  grief  let  me  bemoan  275 

Columbo's  Icfs ! — 

S,  — Let  me  go  on. 

As 
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As  yet  my  fortune  was  but  narrow, 

I  woo'd  my  coufm  Philly  SpaiTow, 

O'  th'  elder  houfe  of  Chirping  End,  280 

Prom  whence  the  younger  branch  defcend.. 

"Well  feated  in  a  field  of  peafe 

She  liv'd,  extremely  at  her  eafe ; 

But,  when  the  honey-moon  was  pafl;, 

The  following  nights  were  foon  o'ercaft  ;,  285 

She  kept  her  own,  could  plead  the  law. 

And  quarrel  for  a  barley -ilraw  : 

Both,  you  may  judge,  became  lefs  kind, 

As  more  we  knew  each  other's  mind  : 

She  foon  grew  fullen,   I  hard-hearted  ;  290 

We  fcolded,  hated,  fought,  and  parted. 

To  London,  blefTed  town  !    I  went ; 

She  boarded  at  a  farm  in  Kent. 

A  magpye  from  the  countr)'  fled, 

And  kindly  told  me  (he  was  dead  :  29^ 

I  prun'd  my  feathers,  cock'd  my  tail, 

And  fet  my  heart  again  to  fale. 

My  fourth,  a  mere  coquette,  or  fuch 
I  thought  her  ;   nor  avails  it  much, 
If  true  or  falfe  ;  our  troubles  fpring  300 

More  from  the  fancy  than  the  thing. 
Two  ftaring  horns,  I  often  faid. 
But  ill  become  a  fparrow's  head  ; 
But  then,  to  fet  that  balance  even, 
Your  cuckold  fparrow  goes  to  heaven,  305 

The  thing  you  fear,  fuppofe  it  done, 
If  you  inquire,  vou  make  it  known. 

WTiilft 
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Whilfl:  at  the  root  your  horns  are  fore, 

The  more  you  fcratch,  they  ache  the  more. 

But  turn  the  tables,  and  refleft,  31O 

All  may  not  be  that  you  fufped  : 

By  the  mind's  eye,  the  horns  we  mean 

Are  only  in  ideas  feen  ; 

'Tis  from  the  infide  of  the  head 

Their  branches  fhoot,  their  antlers  fpread;  31^^ 

Fruitful  fufpicions  often  bear  'em, 

You  feel  them  from  the  time  you  fear  'em. 

Cuckoo  !   Cuckoo  !   that  echoed  word 

Offends  the  ear  of  vulgar  bird  ; 

But  thofe  of  finer  tafte  have  found  320 

There's  nothing  in't  befide  the  found. 

Preferment  always  waits  on  horns, 

And  houfehold  peace  the  gift  adorns ; 

This  way,  or  that,  let  faclions  tend. 

The  fpark  is  ftill  the  cuckold's  friend  :  325 

This  way,  or  that,  let  madam  roam, 

Well  pleas'd  and  quiet  fhe  comes  home. 

Now  weigh  the  pleafure  with  the  pain. 

The  plus  and  minus ^  lofs  and  gain. 

And  what  La  Fontaine  laughing  fays  330 

Is  ferious  truth,  in  fuch  a  cafe  ; 

"  Who  flights  the  evil  finds  it  leaft, 

*'  And  who  does  nothing,  does  the  beft." 

I  never  ftrove  to  rule  the  roaft, 

She  ne'er  refus'd  to  pledge  my  toaft  :  335 

In  vifits  if  we  chanc'd  to  meet, 

I  feem'd  obliging,  (he  difcreet ; 

2  We 
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'We  neither  much  carefs'd  nor  ftrove. 
But  good  difTembling  pafs'd  for  love. 

T.  Whate'er  of  light  our  eye  may  know,  340 

'Tis  only  light  itfelf  can  ftiow  ; 
"WTiate'er  of  love  our  heart  can  feel, 
^Tis  mutual  love  alone  can  tell. 

S.  My  pretty,  amorous,  foolifh  bird, 
A  moment's  patience  !   in  one  word,  345' 

The  three  kind  fillers  broke  the  chain  ; 
She  dy'd,  I  mourn'd,  and  woo'd  again. 

T.  Let  me  with  jufler  grief  deplore 
My  dear  Columbo,  now  no  more  ; 
Let  me  with  conftant  tears  bewail —  3^0 

.S".  Your  forrow  does  but  fpoil  my  tale. 
My  Jijth,  fhe  prov'd  a  jealous  wife. 
Lord  fhield  us  all  from  fuch  a  life  ! 
'Twas  doubt,  complaint,  reply,  chit-chat, 
'Twas  this,  to-day  ;   to-morrow,  that,  355 

Sometimes,  forfooth,  upon  the  brook 
I  kept  a  mifs  ;  an  honeft  rook 
Told  it  a  fnipe,  who  told  a  fleer, 
Who  told  it  thofe  who  told  it  her. 

One  day  a  linnet  and  a  lark  360 

Had  met  me  drolling  in  the  dark  ; 
The  next  a  woodcock  and  an  owl, 
Quick-fighted,  grave,  and  fober  fowl. 
Would  on  their  corporal  oath  allege, 
I  kifs'd  a  hen  behind  the  hedge.  ^t^ 

Well ;   madam  Turtle,  to  be  brief, 
(Repeating  but  renews  our  grief) 
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As  once  flie  watch 'd  me  from  a  rail, 

(Poor  foul ! )  her  footing  chanc'd  to  fail. 

And  down  fhe  fell,  and  broke  her  hip  ;  3  -O 

The  fever  came,  and  then  the  pip  ; 

Death  did  the  only  cure  apply  ; 

She  was  at  quiet,  fo  was  I. 

T,  Could  Love  unmov'd  thefe  changes  view  ? 
His  forrows,  as  his  joys,  are  true.  37^^ 

S.  My  dearcil  Dove,  one  wife  man  fays. 
Alluding  to  our  prefent  cafe, 
«  We're  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow  1'* 
Then  what  avails  fuperfluous  forrow  ? 
Another,  full  as  wife  as  he,  7^^<:> 

Adds,  that  "  a  marn,''d  man  may  fee 
*'  Two  happy  hours  ;"  and  which  are  they  ? 
The  Jirjl  and  laji^  perhaps  you'll  fay. 
'Tis  true,  when  bhthe  fhe  goes  to  bed, 
And  when  fhe  peaceably  lies  dead  ;  38J 

*'  Women  'twixt  (beets  are  befl,"  'tis  faid. 
Be  they  of  holland,  or  of  lead. 

Now,  cur'd  of  Hymen's  hopes  and  fears, 
And  Aiding  down  the  vale  of  years, 
I  hop'd  to  fix  my  future  refly.  390 

And  took  a  widow  to  my  neft. 
(Ah,  Turtle  !   had  fhe  been  like  thee. 
Sober,  yet  gentle  f  wife,  yet  free  ! ) 
But  fhe  was  peevifh,  noify,  bold, 

A  witch  ingrafted  on  a  fcold.  39- 

Jove  in  Pandora's  box  coniin'd 
A  hundred  ills,  to  vex  mankind  ; 

To 
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To  vex  one  bird,  in  her  bandore 

He  had  at  leaft  a  hundred  more. 

And,  foon  as  Time  that  veil  withdrew, 

The  plagues  o'er  all  the  parifh  flew ; 

Her  ftock  of  borrow'd  tears  grew  dry,  400 

And  native  tempells  arm'd  her  eye  ; 

Black  clouds  around  her  forehead  hung, 

And  thunder  rattled  on  her  tongue. 

We,  young  or  old,  or  cock  or  hen, 

All  liv'd  in  bolus's  den  ;  405 

The  neareft  her,  the  more  accurft, 

111  far'd  her  friends,  her  hufband  worfl. 

But  Jove  amidft  his  anger  fpares, 

Remarks  our  faults,  but  hears  our  prayers. 

In  (hort,  fhe  dy'd.     Why  then  (he's  dead,  4IO 

Quoth  I,  and  once  again  I'll  wed. 

Would  Heaven  this  mourning  year  were  pad  1 

One  may  have  better  luck  at  laft. 

Matters  at  worft  are  fure  to  mend, 

The  Devil's  wife  was  but  a  fiend.  415 

T.  Thy  tale  has  rais'd  a  turtle's  fpleen. 
Uxorious  inmate  !   bird  obfcene  ! 
Dar'ft  thou  defile  thefe  facred  groves, 
Thefe  filent  feats  of  faithful  loves  ? 
Begone,  with  flagging  wings  fit  down  420 

On  fome  old  pent-houfe  near  the  town  ; 
In  brewers*  ftables  peck  thy  grain, 
Tlien  vvafli  it  do\\-n  with  puddled  rain  ; 
And  hear  thy  dirty  offspring  fquall 
From  bottles  on  a  fuburb  wall.  425- 

Vol.  XXXIV.  C  Vvliere 
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Where  thou  haft  been,  return  again, 
Vile  bird  !   thou  haft  convers'd  with  men  ; 
Notions  like  thefe  from  men  are  given, 
Thofe  vileft  creatures  under  heaven. 

To  cities  and  to  courts  repair,  430 

Flattery  and  falfehood  flourilh  there  ; 
There  all  thy  wretched  arts  employ. 
Where  riches  triumph  over  joy  ; 
AVhere  paflion  does  with  intereft  barter, 
And  Hymen  holds  by  Mammon's  charter  ;  435 

Where  truth  by  point  of  law  is  parry'd, 
And  knaves  and  prudes  are  fix  times  marry'd. 

APPLICATION, 

WRITTEN   LONG   AFTER  THE  TAI  E. 

O  DEAREST  daughter*  of  two  deareft  friends, 
To  thee  my  Mufe  this  little  tale  commends. 
Loving  and  lov'd,  regard  thy  future  mate,  440 

Long  love  his  perform,  though  deplore  his  fate  ; 
Seem  young  when  old  in  thy  dear  hufband's  arms. 
For  conftant  virtue  has  immortal  charms. 
And  when  I  lie  low  fepulchred  in  earth. 
And  the  glad  year  returns  thy  day  of  birth,  445 

Vouchfafe  to  fay,  "  Ere  I  could  write  or  fpell, 
**  The  bard,  who  from  my  cradle  wifti'd  me  well, 
**  Told  me  I  fhould  the  prating  fparrow  blame, 
**  And  bad  me  imitate  the  turtle's  flame.** 

*  Lady  Margaret  CavendilTi  Harley,  daughter  of  Edward  Ear! 
of  Oxford,  and  afterwards  Duchefs  of  Portland. 

DOWN- 
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D     O     W     N    .    H     A     L     L  : 

A  BALLAD.. 

TO    THE     TUNE    OF 
KING  JOHN    ASD   THE  ABBOT  OF   CANTERBURY,    I7I5. 

T  S ING  not  old  Jafon,  who  travell'd  through  Greece, 
•*■  To  kifs  the  fair  maids,  and  pofTefs  the  rich  fleece  ; 
Nor  fing  I  ^neas,  who,  led  by  his  mother, 
Got  rid  of  one  wife,  and  went  far  for  another. 

Derr}-  down,  down,  hey  deny  down. 

Nor  him  who  through  Afia  and  Europe  did  roam, 
Ulyfles  by  name,  who  ne'er  cr)-'d  to  go  home, 
But  rather  deiir'd  to  fee  cities  and  men. 
Than  return  to  his  farnis,  and  converfe  with  old  Pen, 

Hang  Homer  and  Virgil !  their  meaning  to  feek, 
A  man  mull  have  pok'd  into  Latin  and  Greek  ; 
Thofewho  love  their  own  tongue,we  havereafon  to  hope, 
Have  read  them  tranllated  by  Dr^-den  and  Pope. 

But  I  fmg  of  exploits  that  have  lately  been  done 
By  two  Britiih  heroes,  call'd  Matthew  and  John*  : 
And  how  they  rid  friendly  from  fine  London  town. 
Fair  EiTex  to  fee,  and  a  place  they  call  Down. 

*  Mr.  Prior,  and  Mr,  John  Morley  of  Halftead. 

C  2  Now 
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Now  ere  they  went  out  you  may  rightly  fuppofe 
How  much  they  difcours'd  both  in  prudence  and  profe ; 
For,  before  this  great  journey  was  throughly  concerted, 
Full  often  they  met,  and  as  often  they  parted. 

AndthusMatthewfaidjLookyouhcre,myfriendJohn, 
I  fairly  have  travell'd  years  thirty  and  one  ; 
And,  though  I  ftill  carry'd  my  Sovereign's  warrants, 
I  only  have  gone  upon  other  folks  errands. 

And  now  in  this  journey  of  life  I  would  have 
A  place  where  to  bait,  'twixt  the  court  and  the  grave  ; 
Where  joyful  to  live,  not  unwilling  to  die — 
Gadzooks  !  I  have  jull  fuch  a  place  in  my  eye. 

There  are  gardens  fo  ftately,  and  arbours  fo  thick, 
A  por*al  of  ilone,  and  a  fabric  of  brick  : 
The  matter  next  week  fhall  be  all  in  your  power ; 
But  the  money,  gadzooks  !  mull  be  paid  in  an  hour. 

For  things  in  this  world  muft  by  law  be  made  certain : 
We  both  muft  repair  unto  Oliver  Martin  ; 
For  he  is  a  lawyer  of  worthy  renown , 
I'll  bring  you  to  fee  :  he  mull  fix  you  at  Down. 

Quoth  Matthew,  I  know,  that,  from  Ben\-ickto  Dover, 
You've  fold  aU  our  premifes  over  and  over  : 
And  now,  if  your  buyers  and  fellers  agree. 
You  may  throw  all  our  acres  into  the  South  Sea, 

But  a  word  to  the  purpofe  :  to-morrow,  dear  friend, 
We'll  fee  what  to-night  you  fo  highly  commend  ; 
And,  if  with  a  garden  and  houfe  I  am  bleft. 
Let  the  Devil  and  Coningfby  go  with  the  reft. 

Then 
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Then  anfwer'd  'Squire  Money,  Pray  get  a  cahfli, 
That  in  fummer  may  burn,  and  in  winter  may  fplaih  ; 
I  love  dirt  and  duft  ;  and  'tis  always  my  pleafure, 
To  take  with  me  much  of  the  foil  that  I  meafure. 

But  Matthew  thought  better  ;  for  Matthew  thought 
right, 
And  hired  a  chariot  fo  trim  and  fo  tight, 
That  extremes  both  of  winter  and  fummer  might  pafs  ; 
For  one  window  was  canvas,  the  other  was  glafs. 

Draw  up,  quoth  friend  Matthew  ;  pull  down,  quoth 
friend  John, 
We  fliall  be  both  hotter  and  colder  anon. 
Thus,  talking  and  fcolding,  they  fonvard  did  fpeed  ; 
And  Ralpho  pac'd  by,  under  Newman  the  Swede. 

Into  an  old  inn  did  this  equipage  roll. 
At  a  town  they  call  Hodfon,  the  fign  of  the  Bull, 
Near  a  nymph  with  an  urn  that  divides  the  high-way. 
And  into  a  puddle  throws  mother  of  tea. 

Come  here,  my  fweet  landlady,  pray  how  d'ye  do  ? 
WTiere  is  Cicily  fo  cleanly,  and  Prudence,  and  Sue  ? 
And  where  is  the  widow  that  dwelt  here  below  ? 
And  the  hoftler  that  fung  about  eight  years  ago  ? 

And  where  is  your  fifter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear  ? 
Whofe  voice  to  her  maids  like  a  trumpet  was  clear  ? 
By  my  troth  !  (he  rephes,  you  grow  younger,  I  think: 
And  pray,  Sir,  what  wine  does  the  gentleman  drink  ? 
C  3  Why 
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WHiy  now  let  me  die,  Sir,  or  live  upon  tmft, 
If  I  know  to  which  qiieftion  to  anfwer  you  firft  : 
Why  things, fince  I  faw  you,moft  ftrangely  have  varyM,, 
The  hoiller  is  hang'd,  and  the  widow  is  marry'd. 

And  Pi-ue  left  a  child  for  the  parifli  to  nurfe ; 
And  Cicily  went  off  with  a  gentleman's  purfe  ; 
And  as  to  my  fifter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear. 
See  has  lain  in  the  church-yard  full  many  a  year* 

Well,  peace  to  her  afhes  !  what  fignifies  grief  ? 
She  roafted  red  veal,  and  fhe  powder'd  lean  beef : 
Full  nicely  fhe  knew  to  cook  up  a  fine  di(h  ; 
For  tough  were  her  pullets,  and  tender  her  fifh. 

For  that  matter.  Sir,  be  you  'fquire,  knight,  or  lord, 
I'll  give  you  whate'er  a  good  inn  can  afford ; 
I  fhould  look  on  myfelf  as  unhappily  fped, 
Did  I  yield  to  a  filler,  or  hving,  or  dead. 

Of  mutton  a  delicate  neck  and  a  breafl 
Shall  fwim  in  the  w^ater  in  which  they  were  drefl : 
And,  becaufe  you  great  folks  are  with  rarities  taken, 
Addle-eggs  fhallbe  next  courfe,toft  up  with  rank  bacon* 

Then  fupper  was  ferv'd,and  the  fheets  they  were  laid. 
And  Morley  mofl  lovingly  whifper'd  the  maid. 
The  maid  !  was  fhe  handfome  ?  why  truly  fo-fo  : 
But  what  Morley  whifper'd  we  never  fhall  know. 

Then  up  rofe  thefe  heroes  as  briflc  as  the  fun. 
And  their  horfes,  like  his,  were  prepared  to  run. 
Now  when  in  the  morning  Matt  afli'd  for  the  fcore, 
John  kindly  had  paid  it  the  evening  before. 

2  Their 
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Their  breakfafl  fo  warm  to  be  fure  they  did  eat, 
A  ciiftom  in  travellers  mighty  difcreet  ; 
And  thus  with  great  friendfhip  and  glee  they  went  on. 
To  find  out  the  place  you  fhall  hear  of  anon, 

Call'd  Down,  down,  hey  dcrry  down. 

But  what  did  they  talk  of  from  morning  to  noon  ? 
Why,  of  fpots  in  the  fun,  arrd  the  man  in  the  moon  ; 
Of  the  Czar's  gentle  temper,  the  (locks  in  the  city, 
The  wife  men  of  Greece,  and  the  fecret  committee. 

So  to  Harlow  they  came;  and,  hey !  where  are  you  all? 
Shew  us  into  the  parlour,  and  mind  when  I  call : 
Why,  your  maids  have  no  motion,  your  men  have  no 

life  ; 
Well,  mafter,  I  hear  you  have  bur)''d  your  wife. 

Come  this  very  inftant,  take  care  to  provide 
Tea,  fugar,  and  toad,  and  a  horfe  and  a  guide. 
Are  the  Harrifons  here,  both  the  old  and  the  young  ? 
And  where  Hands  fair  Down,  the  deli^rht  of  mv  foncr? 

O  'Squire,  to  the  gi-ief  of  my  heart  I  may  fay, 
I  have  bur\-'d  two  wives  fmce  you  travell'd  this  way  ; 
And  the  Harrifons  both  may  be  prefently  here  ; 
And  Down  Hands,  I  think,  where  it  ftood  the  laft  year. 

Then  Joan  brought  the  tea-pot,  and  Caleb  the  toaft. 
And  the  wine  was  froth *d  out  by  the  hand  of  mine  hod : 
But  we  clear'd  our  extempore  banquet  fo  faft. 
That  the  Harrifons  both  were  forgot  in  the  hafte. 

C4  Now 
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Now  hey  for  Down-hall !   for  tlie  guide  he  was  got ; 
The  chariot  was  mounted  ;  the  horfes  did  trot  j 
The  guide  he  did  bring  us  a  dozen  miles  round, 
But  oh  !  aU  in  vain,  for  no  Down  could  be  found. 

O  thou  Popifh  guide,  thou  hall  led  us  aftray. 
Says  he.  How  the  Devil  fhould  I  know  the  way  ? 
I  never  yet  travell'd  this  road  in  my  life  : 
But  Dov.-n  lies  on  the  left,  I  was  told  by  my  wife. 

Thy  wife,  anfwer'd  Matthew,  when  fhe  went  abroad. 
Ne'er  told  thee  of  half  the  by-ways  (he  had  trod  : 
Perhaps  fhe  met  friends, and  brought  pence  to  thy  houfe. 
But  thou  ihalt  go  home  without  ever  a  fous. 

What  is  this  thing, Morley, and  hovr  can  you  mean  it? 
We  have  loft  our  eftate  here,  before  we  have  feen  it. 
Kave  patience,  foft  Morley  in  anger  reply'd  : 
To  find  out  our  way,  let  us  fend  off  our  guide- 

O  here  I  fpy  Down  :  caft  your  eye  to  the  well, 
Where  a  wind-mill  fo  ftately  ftands  plainly  confeft. 
On  the  weft,  reply'd  Matthevr,  no  windmill  I  find  : 
As  well  thou  may'ft  tell  me,  I  fee  the  weft-wind. 

Now  pardon  me,  Morley,  the  wind-mill  I  fpy. 

But,  faithful  Achates,  no  houfe  is  there  nigh. 

L,ook  againj  fays  mild  Morley;  gadzooks!  you  are  blind; 

The  mill  ftands  before,  and  the  houfe  lies  behind. 

O,  now  a  low  ruin'd  white  fhed  I  difcern, 
Untiird  and  unglaz'd  ;  I  beheve  'tis  a  barn. 
A  barn  !  why  you  rave  :  'tis  a  houfe  for  a  fquire, 
A  juftice  of  peace,  or  a  knight  of  our  fhire. 

A  houfe 
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A  houfe  fhould  be  built,  or  with  brick,  or  with  ftone. 
Wiiy  'tis  piailer  and  lath  ;  and  I  think  that's  all  one  ; 
And  fuch  as  it  is,  it  has  ftood  with  great  fame, 
Been  called  a  Hall,  and  has  given  its  name 

To  Down,  down,  hey  deny  down. 

0  Morley  !   O  Morley  !  if  that  be  a  hall. 
The  fame  with  the  building  will  fuddenly  fall — 
With  your  friend  Jemmy  Gibbs  about  buildings  agree  ; 
My  bufmefs  is  land,  and  it  matters  not  me. 

1  wifh  you  could  tell  what  a  duce  your  head  ails : 

I  fnew'd  you  Down-Hall  ;  did  you  look  for  VerfaiUes  ? 
Then  take  houfe  and  farm  as  John  Ballet  will  let  you. 
For  better  for  worfe,  as  I  took  my  Dame  Betty. 

And  now,  Sir,  a  word  to  the  wife  is  enough  ; 
You'll  make  very  little  of  all  your  old  fluffs 
And  to  build  at  your  age,  by  my  troth, you  grow  fimple  { 
Are  you  young  and  rich,  like  the  mailer  of  Wimple  ?  * 

If  you  have  thefe  whims  of  apartments  and  gardens. 
From  twice  fifty  acres  you'U  ne'er  fee  five  farthings  : 
And  in  yours  I  (hall  find  the  true  gejitleman's  fate  ; 
Ere  you  finifh  your  houfe,  you'll  have  fpent  your  ellate. 

Now  let  us  touch  thumbs,  and  be  friends  ere  we  part. 
Here,  John,  is  my  thumb ;  and,  here,  Mat,  is  my  heart. 
To  Halllead  I  fpeed,  and  you  go  back  to  town. 
Thus  ends  the  Firil  Part  of  the  Ballad  of  Down. 

Derry  down,  down,  hey  deny  down. 

*  Edward  Earl  of  Oxford. 

VERSES 
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SrOKEN      TO 

LADY    H  EN  RIETTA-CAVENDIS  H-HOLLE  S  HARLEV, 
COUNTESS    OF    OXFORD. 

IN  THE    LIBRARY  OF   ST.  JOHN's   COLLEGE,  CAMBMDGE, 
NOVEMBER    9,    IJig. 

M  A  D  A  M, 

CINCE  Anna  vlfited  the  Mufes'  feat 

(Around  her  tomb  let  weeping  angels  wait ! ) 
Hail  thou,  the  brighteft  of  thy  fex,  and  beft, 
Moft  gracious  neighbour,*  and  moft  welcome  gueft. 
Not  Harley's  felf,  to  Cam  and  Ifis  dear, 
In  virtues  and  in  arts  great  Oxford's  heir ; 
Not  he  fuch  prefent  honour  (hail  receive, 
As  to  his  confort  we  afpire  to  give. 

Writings  of  men  our  thoughts  to-day  negleds. 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  fofter  fex  : 
Plato  and  Tally  we  forbear  to  read. 
And  their  great  followers  whom  this  houfe  has  bred. 
To  ftudy  leffons  from  thy  morals  given, 
And  fhining  characters,  im.prefs'd  by  heaven* 
Science  in  books  no  longer  we  piirfue, 
Minerva's  felf  in  Han-iet's  face  we  view  ; 

*  The  family  feat  was  then  at  Wiinple» 

For, 
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For,  when  with  beauty  we  can  virtue  join, 
We  paint  the  femblance  of  a  form  divine. 

Their  pious  incenfe  let  our  neighbours  bring. 
To  the  kind  memory  of  fome  bounteous  king  ; 
With  grateful  hand  due  altars  let  them  raife, 
To  fome  good  knight's  *  or  holy  prelate's  f  praife  t 
We  tune  our  voices  to  a  nobler  theme,  -j 

Your  eyes  we  blefs,  your  praifes  we  proclaim  ;  > 

Saint  John's  was  founded  in  a  woman's  name.  J 

Enjoin'd  by  ftatute,  to  the  fair  we  bow  ;  "\ 

In  fpite  of  time,  we  keep  our  ancient  vow  ;  v 

What  Margaret  Tudor  was,  is  Harriet  Harley  now.  J 


PROLOGUE; 

T    O 

THE        ORPHAN, 

HEPRESEKTED     BY      SOME     OF     THE     WESTMINSTER 

SCHOLARS,    AT     HICKFORd's     DANCING-ROOM, 

FEBRUARY    2,    I'JZO. 

$POK£N     BY     LORD    DUPLIN,     WHO    ACTED     CORDSLIO 
THE    PAGE. 

"VXT  HAT  !  would  my  humble  comrades  have  me  fay, 

Gentle  fpeftators,  pray  excufe  the  play  ? 
Such  work  by  hireling  aclors  fhould  be  done. 
Whom  you  may  clap  or  hifs  for  half  a  crown. 

♦  Sir  T.  White,  founder  of  St.  John's  College,  Oxon. 
+  Archbiftiop   Laud  alfo  was  a  gerlerous  benefaftor. 
I  A   few  lines   of  this  prologue  occur  in  another,   which  is 
printed  in  vol.  xxxii.  p.  2041 

Our 
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Our  generous  fcenes  for  friendfhip  we  repeat ; 
And,  if  we  don't  delight,  at  leall  we  treat. 
Ours  is  the  damage,  if  we  chance  to  blunder  ; 
We  may  be  aflc'd  "  whofe  patent  we  ad  under  ?* 
How  fhall  we  gain  you,  a  la  mode  de  France  ? 
We  hir'd  this  room  ;  but  none  of  us  can  dance. 
In  cutting  capers  we  fhall  never  pleafe  : 
Our  learning  does  not  lie  below  our  knees. 

Shall  we  procure  you  fymphony  and  found  ? 
Then  you  muft  each  fubfcribe  two  hundred  pound. 
There  we  (hould  fail  too,  as  to  point  of  voice  : 
Miftake  us  not  ;  we're  no  Italian  boys, 
True  Britons  born  ;  from  Weftminfter  we  come. 
And  only  fpeak  the  ftyle  of  ancient  Rome. 
We  would  deferve,  not  poorly  beg,  applaufe  ; 
And  ftand  or  fall  by  Freind's  and  Bulby's  laws. 

For  the  diftrefs'd,  your  pity  we  implore  ; 
If  once  refus'd,  we'll  trouble  you  no  more, 
But  leave  our  Orphan  fqualiing  at  your  door. 


} 


HUSBAND      AND      WIFE. 

H,  /^H  !  with  what  woes  am  I  oppreft  ! 

^^      JV.  Be  ftiU,  you  fenfelefs  calf! 
What  if  the  gods  fhould  make  you  bleft  ? 

H.  Why  then  I'd  fmg  and  laugh  : 
But,  if  they  won't,  I'll  wail  and  en,'. 

W,  You'll  hardly  laughs  before  you  die, 

TRUTH 
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TRUTH    AND    FALSEHOOD. 


/^NCE  on  a  time,  in  fim-fhine  weather, 

^■^   Faifehood  and  Truth  walk'd  out  together. 

The  neighbouring  woods  and  lawns  to  view. 

As  oppofites  will  fomctimes  do. 

Through  many  a  blooming  mead  they  pad. 

And  at  a  brook  arriv'd  at  laft. 

The  purling  flream,  the  margin  green 

With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vernal  fcene. 

Invited  each  itinerant  maid 

To  rell  awhile  beneath  the  fhade. 

Under  a  fpreading  beach  they  fat, 

And  pafs'd  the  time  with  female  chat ; 

Whilll  each  her  charader  maintain'd  ; 

One  fpoke  her  thoughts,  the  other  feign'd. 

At  length,  quoth  Faifehood,  filler  Truth 

(For  fo  fhe  cal\'d  her  from  her  youth), 

What  if,  to  fhun  yon'  fultry  beam. 

We  bathe  in  this  delightful  Hream  ; 

The  bottom  fmooth,  the  water  clear, 

And  there's  no  prying  fhepherd  near  ! — 

With  all  my  heart,  the  nymph  reply'd, 

And  threw  her  fnowy  robes  afide, 

Stript  herfelf  naked  to  the  flcin. 

And  with  a  fpring  leapt  headlong  in. 

Faifehood  more  leifurely  undreft. 

And,  laying  by  her  taudry  veil, 

Trick'd  herfelf  out  in  Truth's  array, 

And  crofs  the  meadows  tript  away. 

Froi 
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From  this  curft  hour,  the  fraudful  dame 
Of  facred  Truth  ufurps  the  name, 
And,  \\4th  a  vile,  pei-fidious  mind. 
Roams  far  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind ; 
Falfe  fighs  fuborns,  and  artful  tears. 
And  Harts  with  vain  pretended  fears  ; 
In  vifits  ftill  appears  moft  wife, 
And  rolls  at  church  her  faint-Hke  eyes ; 
Talks  ver)^  much,  plays  idle  tricks, 
W'Tiile  rifmg  ftock  *  her  confcience  pricks ; 
When  being,  poor  thing,  extremely  gravell'd 
She  fecrets  op'd,  and  all  unravell'd. 
But  on  fhe  will,  and  fecrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
ReviHng  every  one  fhe  knows. 
As  fancy  leads,  beneath  the  rofe. 
Her  tongue  fo  voluble  and  kind. 
It  always  runs  before  her  mind  ; 
As  times  do  ferve,  fhe  flily  pleads. 
And  copious  tears  ftill  fhew  her  needs, 
With  promifes  as  thick  as  weeds — 
Speaks  pro  and  cony  is  wondrous  civil, 
To-day  B  faint,  to-morrow  devil. 

Poor  Truth  fhe  ftript,  as  has  been  faid, 
And  naked  left  the  lovely  maid. 
Who,  fcorning  from  her  caufe  to  wince. 
Has  gone  ftark- naked  ever  fince  ; 
And  ever  naked  will  appear, 
Belov'd  by  all  who  Truth  revere. 

*  South-Sea,  1720. 

THE 


I 
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THE 

CONVERSATION. 

A  TALE. 

TT  always  has  been  thought  difcreet. 
To  know  the  company  you  meet ; 
And  fure  there  may  be  fecret  danger, 
In  talking  much  before  a  flranger. 
"  Agreed;   What  then  r"  Then  drink  your  ale; 
I'll  pledge  you,  and  repeat  my  tale. 

No  matter  where  the  fcene  is  fix'd  : 
The  perfons  were  but  oddly  mixt ; 
\\Tien  fober  Damon  thus  began 
(And  Damon  is  a  clever  man)  : 
*'  I  now  grow  old  ;  but  flill,  from  youth, 
*'  Have  held  for  modefty  and  truth. 
"  The  men,  who  by  thefe  fea-marks  fleer, 
"  In  life's  great  voyage  never  err : 
**  Upon  this  point  I  dare  defy 
**  The  world.     I  paufe  for  a  reply." 

**  Sir,  either  is  a  good  afliflant," 
Said  one  who  fat  a  httle  dillant : 
**  Truth  decks  our  fpeeches  and  our  books, 
**  And  modefty  adorns  our  looks  : 
**  But  farther  progrefs  we  muft  take  ; 
*'  Not  only  born  to  look  and  fpeak  ; 
**  The  man  muft  a6l.     The  Stagyrite 
'**  -Says  thus,  and  fays  extremely  right : 

*'  Stria 
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"  Stri6l  juftice  is  the  fovereign  guide, 
<*  That  o'er  our  actions  fhould  prefide  : 
**  This  queen  of  virtues  is  confell 
**  To  regulate  and  bind  the  reft. 
*'  Thrice  happy,  if  you  once  can  find 
**  Her  equal  balance  poife  your  mind  : 
"  All  different  graces  foon  \W11  enter, 
**  Like  lines  concurrent  to  their  centre." 

'Twas  thus,  in  (hort,  thefe  two  went  on. 
With  yea  and  nay.^  and  pro  and  coriy 
Through  many  points  divinely  dark. 
And  Waterland  aflaulting  Clarke  ; 
Till,  in  theology  half  loft, 
Damon  took  up  the  Evening-Poft  ; 
Confounded  Spain,  compos'd  the  North, 
And  deep  in  politicks  held  forth. 

*'  Methinks  we're  in  the  Hke  condition, 
*'  As  at  the  treaty  of  partition  : 
"  That  ftroke,  for  all  King  William's  care, 
**  Begat  another  tedious  war. 
"  Matthew,  who  knew  the  whole  intrigue, 
**  Ne'er  much  approved  that  myftic  league  : 
**  In  the  vile  Utrecht  treaty  too, 
*'  Poor  man  !  he  found  enough  to  do. 
"  Sometimes  to  me  he  did  apply  ; 
"  But  down-right  Dunftable  was  I, 
*'  And  told  him  where  they  were  miftaken, 
**  And  counfel'd  him  to  fave  his  bacon  ; 
**  But   (pafs  his  politicks  and  profe) 
**  I  never  herded  with  his  foes  ; 
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"  Nay,  in  his  verfes,  as  a  friend, 

**  I  Hill  found  fomething  to  commend. 

**  Sir,  I  excus'd  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 

**  Whatever  feverer  critics  faid  : 

"  Too  far,  I  own,  the  girl  was  tryM  f 

**  The  women  all  were  on  my  fide. 

**  For  Alma  I  returned  him  thanks  ; 

**  I  lik'd  her  with  her  little  pranks. 

**  Indeed,  poor  Solomon  in  rhyme 

**  Was  much  too  grare  to  be  fublime.'* 

Pindar  and  Damon  fcorn  tranfition. 
So  on  he  ran  a  new  divifion  ; 
Till,  out  of  breath,  he  turn'd  to  fpit 
(Chance  often  helps  us  more  than  wit). 
T'other  that  lucky  moment  took, 
Juft  nick*d  the  time,  broke  in  and  fpoke. 

"  Of  all  the  gifts  the  gods  afford 
"  (If  we  may  take  old  Tully's  word), 
*'  The  greateft  is  a  friend,  whofe  love 
*'  Knows  how  to  praife,  and  when  reprove : 
*'  From  fueh  a  treafure  never  part, 
**  But  hang  the  jewel  on  your  heart : 
"  And,  pray.  Sir  (it  delights  me),  tell, 
"  You  know  this  Author  mighty  well — " 

"  Know  him  !   d'ye  queflion  it?  Ods-fifh  I 
"  Sir,  does  a  beggar  know  his  difh  ? 
**  I  lov'd  him  ;  as  I  told  you,  I 
"  Advis'd  him"  —  Here  a  (lander-by 
Twitch'd  Damon  gently  by  the  cloke^ 
And  thus,  unwiUing,  filence  broke ; 
Vol.  XXXIV.  D  "Damon, 
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"  Damon,  'tis  time  we  fliould  retire  : 
*•  The  man  you  talk  with  is  Mat  Prior." 
Patron  through  life,  and  from  thy  birth  my  friend, 
Dorfet  1  to  thee,  tliis  Fable  let  me  fend  : 
With  Damon's  lightnefs  weigh  thy  folid  worth  ; 
The  foil  is  knawn  to  fet  the  diamond  forth  ; 
Let  the  feign'd  tale  this  real  moral  give. 
How  many  Damons,  how  few  Dorfets  Hve  ! 

THE 

F    E   M   A   I.   E      P    H    A   E    T  O  N. 

THUS  Kitty*,  beautiful  and  young, 
And  wild  as  colt  untam'd, 
Befpoke  the  fair  from  whence  fhe  fprung. 
With  little  rage  infiam'd  : 

Inflam'd  with  rage  at  fad  reftraint. 

Which  wife  Mamma  ordain 'd  ; 
And  forely  vex'd  to  play  the  faint, 

Whilil  wit  and  beauty  reign'd  : 

^*  Shall  I  thumb  holy  books,  confin'd 

With  Abigails  forfaken  ? 
Kitty's  for  other  things  defign'd. 
Or  I  am  much  millaken. 

Mull  Lady  Jenny  friflc  about. 

And  vifit  with  her  coufms  ? 
At  balls  Tcm^fie  make  all  the  rout, 

And  bring  home  hearts  by  dozens  ? 

♦  Lady  Catharine   Hyde,  now  Duchefs  of  Queenfbcrry. 

;i  What 
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WTiat  has  (he  better,  pray,  than  I, 

What  hidden  charms  to  boaft, 
That  all  mankind  for  her  ihoiild  die, 

Whihl  I  am  fcarce  a  toaft  ? 
Deareft  Mamma  !  for  once  let  me, 

Unchain'd,  my  fortune  try  ; 
I'll  have  my  earl  as  well  as  fhe*» 

Or  know  the  reafon  why. 

I'll  foon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit  fcore, 

Make  all  her  lovers  fall : 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  loos'd  before  ; 

She,  I  was  loos'd  at  all." 
Fondnefs  prevail'd,  Mamma  gave  way; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  defire, 
Obtain 'd  the  chariot  for  a  day, 

And  fei  the  ivorld  on  Jire. 

THE 

J  U  D  G  xM  E  N  T    OF    V  E  N  U  S* 

"X  XT'  HEN  Kneller's  works  of  various  grace 

'  ^      Were  to  fair  Venus  fhown, 
The  Goddefs  fpy'd  in  every  face 

Some  features  of  her  o^vn. 
Juft  fo,  (and  pointing  with  her  hand) 

So  fhone,  fays  fhe,  my  eyes  f , 
When  from  two  goddeffes  I  gain'd 

An  apple  for  a  prize. 

The  Earl  of  Effex  married  Lady  Jane  Hyde,  +  Lady  Ranelagli. 
D  2  Wheu 
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When  in  the  glafs,  and  river  too, 

My  face  I  lately  view'd, 
Such  was  I,  if  the  glafs  be  true, 

If  true  the  cryftal  flood. 

In  colours  of  this  glorious  kind  * 

Apelles  painted  me  ; 
My  hair  thus  flowing  with  the  wind, 

Sprung  from  my  native  fea. 

Like  thisf,  diforder'd,  wild,  forlorn, 

Big  with  ten  thoufand  fears. 
Thee,  my  Adonis,  did  I  mourn, 

Ev*n  beautiful  in  tears. 

But  viewing  Myra  plac'd  apart, 

I  fear,  fays  fhe,  I  fear, 
Apelles,  that  Sir  Godfrey's  art 

Has  far  furpafs'd  thine  here. 

Or  I,  a  goddefs  of  the  fliies, 

By  Myra  am  outdone. 
And  mnft  refign  to  her  the  prize, 

The  apple,  which  I  won. 

But,  foon  as  fhe  had  Myra  feen, 

Majeftically  fair. 
The  fparkling  eye,  the  look  ferene, 

The  gay  and  eafy  air ; 

•  Lady  Salilbury. 

+  Lady   Jane,   fifter  to  the  Duke  of   Douglas;    aftemardt 
aivfied  to  Sir  John  Stewart. 

With 
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With  fiery  emulation  fill'd, 

The  wondering  goddefs  cr)''d, 
Apelles  miift  to  Kneller  yield, 

Or  Venus  muft  to  Hyde. 

DAPHNE     AND     APOLLO: 

IMITATED    FROM    THE     FIRST    BOOK    OF    OVID^S 
M  E  T  AM  ORPHOSES. 

**  Njrmpha,  precor,  Penei,  mane." 
APOLLO. 
A   BATE,  fair  Fugitive,  abate  thy  fpced, 
-^^'  Difmifs  thy  fears,  and  turn  thy  beauteous  head ; 
With  kind  regard  a  panting  lover  view; 
Lefs  fwiftly  fly,  lefs  fwiftly  Pll  purfue  : 
Pathlefs,  alas  !   and  rugged  is  the  ground. 
Some  flone  may  hurt  thee,  or  feme  thorn  may  wound. 
DAPHNE      (and:). 
This  care  is  for  himfelf,  as  fure  as  death  ! 
One  mile  has  put  the  fellow  out  of  breath ; 
He'll  never  do  :  I'U  lead  him  t'other  round : 
Wafliy  he  is,  perhaps  not  over  found. 
A     P    O  ,L     L     O. 
You  fly,  alas!   not  knowing  whom  you  fly; 
Nor  ill-bred  fwain,  nor  ruily  clown  am  I : 
I  Claros  ifle,  and  Tenedos  command — 
DAPHNE. 
Thank  you  :  I  would  not  leave  my  native  land. 

APOLLO. 
What  is  to  come,  by  certain  arts  I  know. 

D  3  DAPHNE. 
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D     A     P     PI     N     E. 
Pifh  !  Partridge  liaa  as  fair  pretence  as  voir. 

APOLLO. 

Behold  the  beauties  of  my  locks — 

DAPHNE. 

-Afig!- 
That  may  be  counterfeit,  a  Spanifh  wig  : 
Who  cares  for  all  that  bufh  of  curling  hair, 
Whilll  your  fmooth  chin  is  fo  extremely  bare  ? 
APOLLO. 
I  fmg  — 

DAPHNE. 
—  That  never  fhall  be  Daphne's  choice  : 
Syphacio  had  an  admirable  voice. 

APOLLO. 
Of  every  herb  I  tell  the  myllic  power ; 
To  certain  health  the  patient  I  reftore  ; 
Sent  for,  carefs'd  — 

DAPHNE 
~-'  Ours  is  a  wholefome  air  ; 
You'd  better  go  to  towm,  and  practife  there  : 
For  me,  I've  no  obftructions  to  remove ; 
I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  your  father  Jove  ; 
And  phyfic  is  a  weak  ally  to  love. 

APOLLO. 
For  learning  fam'd,  fine  verfes  I  compofe. 

DAPHNE. 
So  do  your  brother  quacks,  and  brother  beaux 
Memorials  only  and  Reviews  write  profe. 

APOLLO 
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APOLLO. 

Prom  the  bent  yew  I  fend  the  pointed  reed. 
Sure  of  its  aim,  and  fatal  in  its  fpeed.  — 
DAPHNE. 

Then,  lea%-ing  me,  whom  fure  you  would  not  kill. 
In  yonder  thicket  exercife  your  ikill ; 
Shoot  there  at  beafis  ;  but  for  the  human  heart. 
Your  coufm  Cupid  has  the  only  dart. 
APOLLO. 

Yet  turn,  O  beauteous  maid  !  yet  deign  to  hear, 
A  love-fick  deity's  impetuous  prayer ; 
O  let  me  woo  thee  as  thou  would'il  be  woo'd ! 
DAPHNE. 

Firft,  therefore,  be  not  fo  extremely  rude. 
Tear  not  the  hedges  down,  nor  tread  the  clover, 
Like  an  hobgobHn,  rather  than  a  lover. 
Next,  to  my  father's  grotto  fometimes  come  ; 
At  ebbing  tide  he  always  is  at  home. 
Read  the  Courant  v/ith  him,  and  let  him  know 
A  little  politics  ;  how  matters  go 
Upon  his  brother-rivers,  Rhine  or  Po. 
As  any  maid  or  footman  comes  or  goes, 
Pull  off  your  hat,  and  aik  how  Daphne  does : 
Thefe  fort  of  folks  will  to  each  otlusr  tell, 
That  you  refpeft  me  ;  that,  you  know,  looks  welL 
Then  if  you  are,  as  you  pretend,  the  God 
That  rules  the  day,  and  much  upon  the  road. 
You'll  find  a  hundred  trifles  in  your  way, 
That  you  may  bring  one  home  from  Africa ;. 
Some  little  rarity,  fome  bird,  or  beaft. 
And  now  and  then  a  jewel  from  the  Eaft ; 

D  4  A  lac 
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A  lacquerM  cabinet,  fome  china  ware  ; 

You  have  them  mighty  cheap  at  Pckin  fair. 

Next,  nota  bene,  you  fhall  never  rove, 

Nor  take  example  by  your  father  Jove. 

L-aft,  for  the  eafe  and  comfort  of  my  life. 

Make  me  your  (Lord!  vi^hat  ftartles  you  ?)  your  wife 

I'm  now  (they  fay)  fixteen,  or  fomething  more; 

We  mortals  feldom  live  above  fourfcore  : 

Fourfcore  ;  you're  good  at  numbers  ;  let  us  fee, 

Seventeen  fuppc^e,  remaining  fixty-three  ; 

Aye,  in  that  fpan  of  time,  you'll  bury  me. 

Mean  time,  if  you  have  tumult,  noife,  and  llrife, 

(Things  not  abhorrent  to  a  many'd  life  ! ) 

They'll  quickly  end,  you  fee  ;  what  fignify 

A  few  odd  years  to  you  that  never  die  ? 

And,  after  all,  you're  half  your  time  away  ; 

You  know  your  bufmefs  takes  you  up  all  day  ; 

And,  coming  late  to  bed,  you  need  not  fear, 

"WTiatever  noife  I  make,  you'll  fleep,  my  dear : 

Or,  if  a  winter-evening  fhould  be  long, 

Et,  'n  read  your  phyfic-book,  or  make  a  fong. 

Your  ileeds,  your  wife,  diachalon,  and  rhyme^ 

May  take  up  any  honell  godhead's  time. 

Thus,  as  you  like  it,  you  may  love  again, 

And  let  another  Daphne  have  her  reign. 

Nowlove,  or  leave,  my  dear ;  retreat  or  follows 
I  Daphne   (this  premis'd)  take  thee  Apollo. 
And  may  1  fplit  into  ten  thoufand  trees, 
If  I  give  up  on  other  terms  than  thefe  ! 

She  faid  ;  but  what  the  amorous  God  reply'd, 
(So  fate  ordain'd)  is  to  our  fearch  deny'd  i 


\ 
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By  rats,  alas !   the  manufcript  is  eat, 
O  cruel  banquet !  which  we  all  regret. 
Bavius,  thy  labours  muil  this  work  reftore  ; 
May  thy  good-will  be  equal  to  thy  power  ! 


THE        MICE. 

T  O 
MR.      ADRIAN      DRIFT,      1708. 

^TT*  W  O  mice,  dear  boy,  of  genteel  fafhion, 
"*•     And  (what  is  more)  good  education, 

Frolic  and_gay  in  infant  years, 

Equally  fhar'd  their  parents'  cares. 

The  fire  of  thefe  two  babes  (poor  creature  !) 

Paid  his  laft  debt  to  human  nature  ; 

A  wealthy  widow  left  behind, 

Four  babes,  three  males,  one  female  kind. 

The  fire  being  under  ground  and  bury'd, 

'Twas  thought  his  fpoufe  would  foon  have  marry 'd; 

Matches  proposed,  and  numerous  fuitors, 

Moil  tender  hufbands,  careful  tutors, 

She  modeftly  refus'd  ;  and  fhew'd 

She'd  be  a  mother  to  her  brood. 
Mother !  dear  mother  !  that  endearing  thought 
Has  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  fancies  brought. 
Tell  me,  oh  !  tell  me  (thou  art  now  above) 
How  to  defcribe  thy  true  maternal  love. 
Thy  early  pangs,  thy  growing  anxious  cares. 
Thy  flattering  hopes,  thy  fervent  pious  prayers, 

Thy 
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Thy  doleful  days  and  melancholy  nights, 
Cloyller'd  from  common  joys  and  juil  delights ; 
How  thou  didft  conftantly  in  private  mourn. 
And  wafh  with  daily  tears  thy  fpoufe's  urn  ; 
How  it  employ'd  your  thoughts  and  lucid  time, 
That  your  young  offspring  might  to  honour  climb  ; 
How  your  firft  care,  by  numerous  griefs  oppreft, 
Under  the  burden  funk,  and  went  to  reft  ; 
How  your  dear  darling,  by  confumption's  wafte, 
Brcath'd  her  laft  piety  into  your  breaft  ; 
How  you,  alas  !  tir'd  with  your  pilgrimage, 
Bow'd  down  your  head,  and  dy'd  in  good  old  age* 
Though  not  infpir'd,  oh!  may  I  never  be 
Forgetful  of  my  pedigree,  or  thee  ! 
I^ngrateful  howfoe'er,  mayn't  I  forget 
To  pay  this  fmall,  yet  tributary  debt ! 
And  when  we  meet  at  God's  tribunal  throne. 
Own  me,  I  pray  thee,  for  a  pious  fon. 

But  why  all  this  ?  Is  this  your  fable  ? 
Believe  me.  Mat,  it  feems  a  Babel ; 
If  you  vAU  let  me  know  th'  intent  on't. 
Go  to  your  Mice,  and  make  an  end  on't. 

Well  then,  dear  brother 

As  fure  as  Hudi's  *  fword  could  fwaddle. 
Two  mice  were  brought  up  in  one  cradle  ; 
Well  bred,  I  think,  of  equal  port. 
One  for  the  gown,  one  for  the  court : 
They  parted  ;   (did  they  fo,  an't  pkafe  you  ?) 
Yes,  that  they  did  (dear  Sir),  to  eafe  you. 

*  Hudibras, 

One 
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One  went  to  Holland,  where  they  huff  folk, 
T'other  to  vend  his  wares  in  Suffolk. 
(That  Mice  have  travelled  in  old  times, 
Horace  and  Prior  tell  in  rhymes, 
Thofe  two  great  wonders  of  their  ages, 
Superior  far  to  all  the  fages  ! ) 
Many  days  paft,  and  many  a  night, 
Ere  they  could  gain  each  other's  fight ; 
At  lail,  in  weather  cold  nor  fultry, 
They  met  at  the  Three  Cranes  in  Poultry, 
After  much  bufs,  and  great  grimace 
(Ufual  you  know  in  fuch  a  cafe), 
Much  chat  arofe,  what  had  been  done, 
What  might  before  next  fummer's  fun  ; 
Much  faid  of  France,  of  Suffolk's  goodnefs. 
The  gentry's  loyalty,  mob's  rudenefs. 
That  ended,  o'er  a  charming  bottle 
They  enter'd  on  this  tittle-tattle  : 
Quoth  Suffolk,  by  pre-eminence 
In  years,  though  (God  knows)  not  in  fenfe  ; 
All's  gone,  dear  brother,  only  we 
Remain  to  raife  pofterity: 
Marry  you,  brother ;  I'll  go  down. 
Sell  nouns  and  verbs,  and  lie  alone  ; 
May  you  ne'er  meet  with  feuds,  or  babble, 
May  olive-branches  crown  your  table  1 
Somewhat  I'll  fave,  and  for  this  end. 
To  prove  a  brother  and  a  friend. 
What  I  propofe  is  juft,  I  fwear  it  ; 
Or  may  I  periih,  by  this  claret ! 

The 
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The  dice  are  thrown,  choofe  this  or  that 
('Tis  all  ahke  to  honeft  Mat)  ; 
I'll  take  then  the  contrary  part, 
And  propagate  with  all  my  heart. 
After  fome  thought,  fome  Portuguefe  *, 
Some  wine,  the  younger  thus  replies  : 

Fair  are  your  words,  as  fair  your  carriage, 
Let  me  be  free,  drudge  you  in  marriage  ; 
Get  me  a  boy  caU'd  Adrian, 
Tnift  me,  I'll  do  for't  what  I  can. 

Home  went  w^ell  pleas'd  the  Suffolk  tony. 
Heart  free  from  care,  as  purfe  from  money; 
He  got  a  luity  fqualling  boy 
(Doubtlefs  the  dad's  and  mamma's  joy). 
In  fhort,  to  make  things  fquare  and  even, 
Adrian  he  nam'd  was  by  Dick  Stephen. 
Mat's  debt  thus  paid,  he  now  enlarges, 
And  fends  you  in  a  bill  of  charges, 
A  cradle,  brother,  and  a  baf]<;et 
(Granted  as  foon  as  e'er  I  afk  it)  ; 
A  coat  not  of  the  fmalleft  fcantling, 
Frocks,  llockings,  fhoes,  to  grace  the  bantling ; 
Thefe  too  were  fent   (or  I'm  no  drubber), 
Nay,  add  to  thefe  the  fine  gum-rubber  ; 
Yet  thefe  won't  do,  fend  t'other  coat, 
For,  faith,  the  firfl's  not  worth  a  groat ; 
Difmally  fhrunk,  as  herrings  fhotten, 
Suppos'd  originally  rotten. 


I 


*  Snuff. 


Pray 
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Pray  let  the  next  be  each  way  longer, 
Of  ftufF  more  durable,  and  ftronger ; 
Send  It  next  week,  if  you  are  able. 
By  this  time,  Sir,  you  know  the  Fable. 
From  this,  and  letters  of  the  fame  make. 
You'll  find  what  'tis  to  have  a  name-fake. 

Cold  and  hard  times.  Sir,  here  (believe  It). 
I've  loft  my  curate  too,  and  grieve  It. 
At  Eafter,  for  what  I  can  fee, 
(A  time  of  eafe  and  vacancy) 
If  things  but  alter,  and  not  undone, 
I'll  kifs  your  hands,  and  vifit  London. 
Molly  fends  greeting  ;  fo  do  I,  Sir  ; 
Send  a  good  coat,  that's  all ;  good-by.  Sir. 

TWO        RIDDLES. 

FIRST   PRINTED   IN   THE   EXAMINER,    1 7 10. 

SPHINX  was  a  monller  that  would  eat 
Whatever  llranger  (he  could  get ; 
Unlefs  his  ready  wit  difclos'd 
The  fubtle  Riddle  flie  propos'd. 

Oedipus  was  refolv'd  to  go. 
And  try  what  ftrength  of  parts  would  do. 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate ; 
Tell  me  what  animal  is  that, 
Which  has  four  feet  at  morning  bright, 
Has  two  at  noon,  and  three  at  night  ? 

TIs 
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'TIs  Man,  faid  he,  who,  weak  by  nature. 
At  firft  creeps,  like  his  fellow-creature, 
Upon  all  four ;  as  years  accrue, 
With  fturdy  Heps  he  walks  on  two  ; 
In  age,  at  length,  grows  weak  and  fick, 
For  his  third  leg  adopts  a  flick. 

Now,  In  your  turn,  'tis  juft,  methinks. 
You  fhould  refolve  me.  Madam  Sphinx. 
Wliat  greater  ftranger  yet  is  he, 
Who  has  four  legs,  then  two,  then  three  ; 
Then  lofes  one,  then  gets  two  more. 
And  runs  away  at  lafl  on  four  ? 

EPIGRAM,     EXTEMPORE, 

TO      THE 

MASTER  OF  ST.    JOH  n's  C  O  L  L  E  G  E*,    I7I2. 

T  5'/W,  Sir,  patient  at  your  feet, 

"*'    Before  your  elbow-chair  ; 

But  make  a  bifhop's  throne  your  feat, 

I'll  kneel  before  you  there. 
One  only  thing  can  keep  you  down. 

For  your  great  foul  too  mean  ; 
You'd  not,  to  mount  a  bifhop's  throne. 

Pay  homage  -j-  to  the  Queen. 

*  See  the  hiftory  of  this  epigram,  Gent.  Maj.  1774,  P»  ^f>« 
+    Mr.   Prior,  though  he  paid   a   becoming  deference   to  the 
Mafter  of  St.   John's,  as  a  Fellow  of  that  College,  thought  fome 
rcfpedl  was  due  to  the  public  charafter  which  he  had  juft  before 
fuftaiaed  in  France. 

NELL 
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NELL     AND     JOHN. 

"TTT  HEN  Nell,  given  o'er  by  the  Doftor,  was  dying, 
^  '    And  John  at  the  chimney  ftood  decently  crjqng ; 
'Tis  in  vain,  faid  the  woman,  to  make  fuch  ado, 
For  to  our  long  home  we  muft  all  of  us  go ! 

True,  Nell,  reply'd  John  ;  but  what  yet  is  the  worfl 
For  us  that  remain,  the  bell  always  go  firlt ; 
Remember,  dear  wife,  that  I  faid  fo  lall  year, 
When  you  loft  your  white  heifer,  and  I  my  brown  mare ! 

BIBO    AND    CHARON. 

T^7  HEN  Bibo  thought  fit  from  the  world  to  retreat. 

As  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg's  full  of  meat, 
He  wak'd  in  the  boat ;  and  to  Charon  he  faid. 
He  would  be  row'd  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead. 
Trim  the  boat,  and  fit  quiet.  Hern  Charon  reply'd  : 
You  may  have  forgot ;  you  was  drunk  when  you  dy 'd. 

WIVES     BY    THE    DOZEN. 

O  DEATH!  how  thou  fpoil'ft  the  bell  projea 
of  life ! 
Said  Gabriel,  who  ftill,  as  he  bury'd  one  vnfe. 

For  the  fake  of  her  family,  marry 'd  her  coufin  '; 
And  thus,  in  an  honeft  collateral  line, 
He  ftill  many'd  on  till  his  number  was  nine. 
Full  forry  to  die  tiU  he  made  up  his  dozen. 

FATAL 


FATAL         LOVE. 

"pOOR  Hal  caught  his  death,  Handing  under  a  fpout, 
ExpeAing  till  midnight,  when  Nan  would  come  out ; 
But  fatal  his  patience,  as  cruel  the  dame. 
And  curs'd  was  the  weather  that  quench'd  the  man's 
flame. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  read'll  thefe  moral  lines, 
Make  love  at  home,  and  go  to  bed  betimes. 

A      SAILOR'S      WIFE. 

OUOTH  Richard  in  jeft,  looking  wiftly  at  Nelly, 
Methinks,  child,  you  feem  fomething  round  in 
the  belly. 
Nell  anfwer'd  him  fnappifhly,  How  can  that  be, 
^\^len  my  hufband  has  been  more  than  two  years  at  fea? 
Thy  hufband  I  quoth  Dick :  why  that  matter  was  carry 'd 
Moft  fecretly,  Nell;  I  ne'er  thought  thou  wert  marry 'd. 

On  a  Fart,  let  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons. 

READER,  I  vras  born,  and  cr)-'d; 
I  crack'd,  I  fmelt,  and  fo  I  dy'd. 
Like  Juhus  Csfar's  was  my  death, 
W'ho  in  the  Senate  loft  his  breath. 
Much  alike  entomb'd  does  lie 
The  noble  Romulus  and  I  : 
And  when  I  dy'd,  like  Flora  fair, 
I  left  the  Commonwealth  mv  heir. 

THE 
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THE 

MODERN        SAINT. 

T_T  E  R  time  with  equal  prudence  Silvia  fhares, 

-^  -*-   Firft  wiites  a  billet-doux,  then  fays  her  prayers  ; 

Her  mafs  and  toilet ;  vefpers  and  the  play  j 

Thus  God  and  Aflitaroth  divide  the  day  : 

Conflant  {[\t  keeps  her  Ember-week  and  Lent, 

At  Ealler  calls  all  Ili-ael  to  her  tent : 

Loofe  without  bawd,  and  pious  without  zeal. 

She  ftill  repeats  the  fms  fhe  would  conceal. 

En\'y  herfelf  from  Silvia's  life  muft  grant, 

An  artful  v^'oman  makes  a  Modern  Saint. 

THE 

PARALLEL. 

pROMETHEUS,  forming  Mr.  Day, 
Cai-v'd  fomething  like  a  man  in  clay. 
The  mortal's  work  might  well  mifcarry  ; 

He,  that  does  heaven  and  earth  control. 

Alone  has  power  to  form  a  foul, 
His  hand  is  evident  in  Harry. 

Since  one  is  but  a  moving  clod, 

T'other  the  lively  fonn  of  God  j 
'Squire  Wallls,  you  will  fcarce  be  able 
IV)  prove  all  poetry  but  fable. 
Vou  XXX ly.     '  E  f  Q^ 
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YOUNG         LADY, 

WHO    WAS    FOND    OF    FORTUNE-TELLING. 

'\7^  O  U,  Madam,  may  with  fafety  go, 

-*-      Decrees  of  deftiny  to  know  ; 
For  at  your  birth  kind  planets  reign'd, 
And  certain  happinefs  ordain'd  : 
Such  charms  as  yours  are  only  given 
To  chofen  favourites  of  Heaven. 

But,  fuch  is  ray  uncertain  ftate, 
'Tis  dangerous  to  tr)'-  my  fate  ; 
Tor  I  would  only  know  from  art 
The  future  motions  of  your  heart, 
And  v.'hat  predeftinated  doom 
Attends  my  love  for  years  to  come  ; 
No  fecrets  elfe,  that  mortals  learn, 
My  cares  deferve,  or  life  concern  : 
But  this  will  fo  important  be, 
i  dread  to  fearch  the  dark  decree  ; 
For,  while  the  fm>dleil  hope  remains. 
Faint  joys  are  mingled  with  my  pains  ; 
Vain  diilant  views  my  fancy  pleafe. 
And  give  fome  intermitting  eafe  : 
But,  {hould  the  liars  too  plainly  fhow 
That  vou  have  doom'd  my  endlefs  woe, 

No 
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Ko  human  force,  or  art,  could  bear 
The  torment  of  my  wild  defpair." 

This  fecret  then  I  dare  not  know, 
And  other  truths  are  ufelefs  now. 
What  matters,  if  unbleft  in  love. 
How  long  or  fhort  my  life  will  prove  ? 
To  gratify  what  low  deiire, 
Should  I  with  needlefs  hafte  inquire 
How  great,  how  wealthy  1  (haU  be  ? 
Oh  !    what  is  wealth  or  power  to  me  ! 
If  I  am  happy,  or  undone. 
It  mull  proceed  from  you  alone. 


GREEK      E    P    I "  G    R    i\    M 

IMITATED. 

"\  ^17  HEN  hungry  wolves  had  trefpafs'd  on  the  fold, 

^  ^      And  the  robb'd  fhepherd  his  fad  llor\'  told  ; 
*■'  Call  in  Alcides,"  faid  a  crafty  pried  ; 
*'  Give  him  one  half,  and  he'll  fecure  tlie  refl." 
No  !   faid  the  fhepherd,  if  the  Fates  decree. 
By  ravaging  my  flock,  to  ruin  me, 
I'o  their  commands  I  \\411ingly  refign, 
y^    ver  is  their  chara6ler,  and  patience  mine  ; 

ough,  troth  !   to  me  there  feems  but  little  odds, 
\*  Jio  prove  the  greatell  robbers,  wolves  or  gcds ! 

E   2  TO 
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T    O 

A  FRIEND, 

ON       HIS       NUPTIALS. 

TTTHEN  Jove  lay  bleft  in  his  Alcmasna's  charms, 

^  '      Three  nights  in  one  he  prefl  her  in  his  arms  ; 
The  fun  lay  fet,  and  confcious  Nature  ftrove 
To  fhade  her  God,  and  to  prolong  his  love. 

From  that  aiifpicious  night  Alcides  came  ; 
What  lefs  could  rife  from  Jove,  and  fuch  a  dame  ? 

May  this  aufpicioiis  night  \vith_that  compare, 
Nor  lefs  the  joys,  nor  lefs  the  rinng  heir  ; 
He  ftrong  as  Jove,  fhe  like  Alcmsena  fair ! 


} 


THE 

WANDERING     PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY     ADDRESSED    TO 

Sir     THOMAS     FRANKLAND,     Bart. 

>OST- MASTER,    AND    PAY- MASTER-GENERAL  TO 
QJ.TEEN     ANNE. 

"^STIT  ILL  Piggot  *  mull  to  Coxwould f  go, 

•     To  live,  alas  !    in  want, 
Unlefs  Sir  Thomas  fay,  No,  no  ; 

Th'  allowance  is  too  fcant.  H 

*  This  merry  petition  was  written  to  obtain  the  porter's  place 
for  Will  Piggot. 

f  Twelve  rr.iles  north  beyond  the  city  of  York. 

The 
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The  crracious  Knight  full  well  does  weet, 

Ten  farthings  ne'er  will  do 
To  keep  a  man  each  day  in  nrisat : 

Some  bread  to  meat  is  due. 

A  Rechabite  poor  Will  muft  live, 

And  drink  of  Adam's  ?Je  ; 
Pure  eiem.ent  no  Hfe  can  give. 

Or  mortal  foul  regale. 

Spare  diet,  and  fpring-water  clear, 

Ph}-f!cians  hold  are  good  : 
Who  diets  thus  need  never  fear 

A  fever  in  the  blood. 

But  pafs — The  JEfculapian  crew, 

Wlio  eat  and  quaff  the  beft, 
They  ftldom  mifs  to  bake  and  brew, 

Or  lin  to  break  their  fail. 

Could  Yorkfhire-tyke  but  do  the  fame, 

Then  he  like  them  might  thrive  ; 
But  Fortune,  Fortune,  cruel  dame  I 

To  ftarve  thou  doll  him  drive. 

In  Will's  old  mailer's  plenteous  days, 

His  memor)-  e'er  be  blell  ! 
W'hat  need  of  fpeaking  in  his  praifc  ? 

His  goodnefs  (lands  confell. 

At  his  fam'd  gate  flood  Charity, 

In  lovely  fweet  array  ; 
Ceres  and  Hofpitality 

Dwelt  there  both  night  and  day, 

E  3  But» 
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But,  to  conclude,  and  be  concife. 
Truth  mull  Will's  voucher  be  : 

Truth  never  yet  went  in  difguife. 
For  naked  Hill  is  fhe. 

There  is  but  one,  but  one  alone, 

Can  fet  the  Pilgrim  free, 
And  make  him  ceafe  to  pine  and  moan  j 

O  Frankland  !    it  is  thee. 

O  !    fave  him,  from  a  dreary  way; 

To  Coxwould  he  mull  hie. 
Bereft  of  thee,  he  wends  allray,. 

At  Coxwould  he  muH  die. 

Oh  !    let  him  in  thy  hall  but  Hand, 
And  wear  a  porter's  gown, 

JDuteous  to  what  thou  may 'ft  command  ; 
Thus  William's  wilhes  crown. 


VENUS'S  ADVICE  to  the  MUSES. 

THUS  to  the  Mufes  fpoke  the  Cyprian  Dame  ; 
"  Adorn  my  altars,  and  revere  my  name. 
"  My  fon  fhall  elfe  aflume  his  potent  darts, 
"  Twang  goes  the  bow,  my  girls ;  have  at  your  hearts  l'*" 

The  Mules  anfwer'd,  "  Venus,  we  deride 
*'  The  vagrant's  malice,  and  his  mother's  pride  ; 
*'  Send  him  to  nymphs  who  deep  on  Ida's  Ihade, 
"  To  the  loofe  dance,  and  wanton  mafquerade  j 

"Oui 


J 
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*'  Our  thoughts  are  fettled,  and  intent  our  look, 
*'  On  the  inilructive  verfe,  and  moral  book  ; 
*'  On  female  idlcnefs  his  power  relies  ; 
"  But,  when  he  finds  us  itudying  hard,  he  flies." 


CUPID  TURNED  PLOUGHxMAN. 

FROM     MOSCHUS. 

T  T  I  S  lamp,  his  bow,  and  qiiiv^er,  laid  afide, 
"^  "^   A  ruilic  wallet  o*er  his  fhoiilders  ty'd, 
Sly  Cupid,  always  on  new  mifchief  bent. 
To  the  rich  field  and  furrowed  tillage  went ; 
Like  any  ploughman  toil'd  the  little  god. 
His  tune  he  whiftled,  and  his  wheat  he  fow'd  ; 
Then  fat  and  laugh'd,  and  to  the  flcies  above 
Raifing  his  eye,  he  thus  infulted  Jove  : 
Lay  by  your  hail,  your  hurtful  ftorms  rellrain. 
And,  as  I  bid  you,  let  it  fhine  or  rain  ; 
Elfe  you  again  beneath  my  yoke  (hall  bow. 
Feel  the  fliarp  goad,  and  draw  the  fervile  plough 
What  once  Europa  was,  Nannette  is  now. 


■■} 


PONTIUS     AND     PONTIA. 

13  O  N  T  I  U  S   (who  loves,  you  know,  a  joke, 
^       Much  better  than  he  loves  his  life) 
Chanc'd  t'other  morning  to  provoke 
The  patience  of  a  well-bred  wife. 

E  4  Talking 
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Talking  of  you,  faid  he,  my  dear. 
Two  of  the  greateft  wits  in  town, 

One  afic'd  if  that  high  furze  of  hair 
Was,  bona  jide^  all  your  own. 

Her  own  !   mod  certain,  t'other  faid  ; 

For  Nan,  who  knows  the  thing,  will  tell  yc, 
The  hair  was  bought,  the  money  paid. 

And  the  receipt  was  fign'd  Ducailly. 

Pontia  (that  civil  prudent  (he. 

Who  values  wit  much  lefs  than  fenfe. 

And  never  darts  a  repartee. 

But  purely  in  her  own  defence) 

Replv'd,  thefe  friends  of  yours,  m.y  dear, 

Are  given  extremely  much  to  fatire  ! 
But  pr'}-thee,  hufoand,  let  one  hear 

Sometimes  lefs  wit,  and  more  good-nature. 
Now  I  have  one  unlucky  thought. 

That  would  have  fpoii'd  your  friend's  conceit . 
Some  hair  I  have,  I'm  fure,  unbought : 

Pray  bring  your  brother  wits  to  fee't. 

CUFID  TURNED  STROLLER. 

FROM     AN  A  GREG  N, 

A   T  dead  of  night,  when  ftars  appear, 
-*  ■*"  And  ftrong  Bootes  turns  the  bear^ 
When  mortals  lleep  their  cares  away, 
Xatigu'd  with  labours  of  the  day, 


"Cupid 
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Cupid  was  knocking  at  my  gate  ; 
Who's  there  !    fays  I,  who  knocks  fo  late, 
Difturbs  my  dreams,  and  breaks  my  reft  ■? 
**  O  fear  not  me,  a  harmlefs  gueft. 
He  faid,  but  open,  open,  pray  ! 
A  foolifh  child,  I've  loft  my  way, 
And  wander  here  this  moon-light  night. 
All  wet  and  cold,  and  wanting  light." 
With  due  regard  his  voice  I  heard, 
Then  rofe,  a  ready  lam.p  preparM, 
And  faw  a  naked  boy  belov^'. 
With  wings,  a  quiver,  and  a  bow ; 
In  hafte  I  ran,  unlock'd  my  gate, 
Secure  and  thoughtlefs  of  my  fate  : 
I  fet  the  child  an  eafy  chair 
Againft  the  fire,  and  dry'd  his  hair ; 
Brought  friendly  cups  of  cheerful  wine. 
And  warm'd  his  little  hands  with  mine. 
All  this  did  I  with  kind  intent ; 
But  he,  on  wanton  mifchief  bent, 
Said,  Deareft  friend,  this  bow  you  fee, 
This  pretty  bow  belongs  to  me  : 
Obferve,  I  pray,  if  all  be  right ; 
I  fear  the  rain  has  fpoiPd  it  quite. 
He  drew  it  then,  and  ftrait  I  found 
Within  my  breaft  a  fecret  wound. 
This  done,  the  rogue  no  longer  ftald. 
But  leapt  away,  and  laughing  faid, 
"**  Kind  hoft,  adieu  !   we  now  muft  part ; 
**  Safe  is  my  bow,  but  fick  thy  heart  i" 

T    O 
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TO         A 

POET      OF      Q^UALITY, 

PRAISING    THE    LADY    HINCHINBROKE. 

/^F  thy  judicious  Mufe's  fenfe, 

^"^^   Young  Hinchinbroke  fo  very  proud  is. 

That  Sacharifia  and  Hortenfe 

She  looks,  henceforth,  upon  as  dowdies. 

Yet  fhe  to  one  mull  Hill  fubmit, 

To  dear  Mamma  muft  pay  her  duty  ; 

She  wonders,  praifing  Wilmot's  wit. 

Thou  fhould'fl  forget  his  daughter's  beaut}"". 

THE        PEDANT. 

T     YS  AND E  R  talks  extremely  weU  y 
-"-^   On  any  fubject  let  him  dwell. 

His  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye  : 
He  fhould  poiTefs  to  all  degrees 
The  art  of  talk ;   he  practifes 

Full  fourteen  hours  in  four-ana-twenty. 

CAUTIOUS      ALICE. 

CO  good  a  wife  doth  Liffy  make. 

That  from  all  company  ?rLQ  flieth  ; 
Such  virtuous  courfes  doth  fhe  take, 

That  fhe  all  evil  tongues  defieth  ; 
And,  for  her  dearefl  fpoufe's  fake. 

She  with  his  brethren  only  lieth. 

THE 
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INCURABLE. 

"P  HILL  IS,  you  boaft  cf  perfccl  health  in  vain, 
''-     And  laugh  at  thcfe  who  of  their  ills  complain  ; 
That  with  a  frequent  fever  Cloe  burns, 
And  Stella's  plumpnefs  into  dropfy  turns  ! 
O  Phiiiis,  while  the  patients  are  nineteen. 
Little,  alas  !    are  their  diilempers  feen. 
But  thou,  for  all  thy  feeming  health,  art  ill. 
Beyond  thy  lover's  hopes,  or  Blackmore's  fkill ; 
No  lenitives  can  thy  difeafe  afTuage, 
i  tcli  thee,  'tis  incurable — 'tis  age. 

TO        FORTUNE. 

"XXT  HILST  I  in  prifon  or  in  court  look  down. 
Nor  beg  thy  favour,  nor  deferve  thy  frown. 
In  vain,  malicious  Fortune,  haft  thou  try'd, 
By  taking  from  my  ftate,  to  quell  my  pride  : 
Infulting  girl !   thy  prefcnt  rage  abate. 
And,  would'ft  thou  have  rae  humbled,  make  me  great. 

NONPAREIL. 

T      E  T  others  from  the  towTi  retire, 
'*-^  And  in  the  fields  feek  new  delight ; 
My  PhilHs  does  fuch  joys  infpire. 
No  other  objects  pleafe  my  fight. 

In 
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In  her  alone  I  find  whatever 

Beauties  a  countiy  landfcape  grace  : 
No  {hade  fo  lovely  as  her  hair, 

Nor  plain  fo  fweet  as  in  her  face. 

Lih'es  and  rofes  there  combine, 

Ivlore  beauteous  than  in  flowery  field ; 

Tranfparent  is  her  fkin  fo  fine, 

To  this  each  ciyftal  flream  muft  yield. 

Her  voice  more  fweet  than  warbling  found. 
Though  fung  by  nightingale  or  lark  ; 

Her  eyes  fuch  luftre  dart  around, 
Ccmpar'd  to  them,  the  fun  is  dark. 

"Both  light  and  vital  heat  they  give  ; 

Cherifh'd  by  them,  my  love  takes  root. 
From  her  kind  looks  does  life  receive. 

Grows  a  fair  plant,  bears  flovrers  and  fruit. 

Such  fruit,  I  ween,  did  once  deceive 

The  common  parent  of  mankind. 
And  made  tranfgrefs  our  mother  Eve  : 

Poifon  its  core,  though  fair  its  rind. 

Yet  fo  delicious  is  its  tafle, 

I  cannot  from  the  bait  abflain. 
But  to  th'  inchantiiig  pleafure  halle, 

Though  I  were  fure  'twould  ^nd  in  pain.  ■ 


CHASTE 
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CHASTE      FLORIMEL. 

""^TO — I'll  endure  ten  thoufand  deaths, 
•^  ^      Ere  any  farther  I'll  comply  ; 
Oh,  Sir  !    no  man  on  earth  that  breathes 
Had  ever  yet  his  hand  fo  high  ! 

Oh  !   take  your  fword,  and  pierce  my  heart. 

Undaunted  fee  me  meet  the  wound ; 
Oh !    will  you  aft  a  Tarquin's  part  ? 

A  fecond  Lucrece  you  have  found. 
Thus  to  the  prefling  Cor\'don, 

Poor  Florimel,  unhappy  maid  ! 
Fearing  by  Love  to  be  undone, 

In  broken  dying  accents  faid. 

Delia,  who  held  the  confcious  door, 
Infpir'd  by  truth  and  brandy,  fmil'd. 

Knov.-ing  that,  fixteen  months  before, 
Our  Lucrece  had  her  fecond  child. 

And,  hark  ye  !   Madam,  cry'd  the  bawd. 

None  of  your  flights,  your  high-rope  dodging  ; 

Be  civil  here,  or  march  abroad  ; 

Oblige  the  Squire,  or  quit  the  lodging. 

Oh  !   have  I — Florimel  went  on — 

Have  I  then  loll  my  Delia's  aid  ? 
Where  fhall  forfaken  virtue  run. 

If  by  her  friend  iliQ  is  betray'd  ^ 

Oh! 
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Oh  !   curfe  on  empty  frlendfliip's  name  ! 

Lord,  what  is  all  our  future  view  ! 
Then,  dear  dcftroyer  of  my  fame, 

Let  my  laft  fuccour  be  to  you  ! 

From  DeHa's  rage,  and  Fortune's  frown, 
A  \\Tetched  love-fick  maid  deliver  ; 

Oh  !    tip  me  but  another  crown, 

Dear  Sir,  and  make  me  yours  for  ever. 


DOCTORS      DIFFER. 

■\1I7HEN  Willis^  of  Ephraim  heard  Rocheilerf 

'  ^  preach. 

Thus  Bentley  faid  to  him,  I  pr'ythee,  dear  brother. 
How  lik'ft  thou  this  fermon  ?   'tis  out  of  my  reach. 

His  is  one  way,  faid  Willis,  and  ours  is  another, 
I  care  not  for  cai-ping  ;  but,  this  I  can  tell, 
We  preach  very  fadly,  if  he  preaches  well. 

E     P    I    G     R    A    M  ±. 


A  yTEEK  FrancisHeshere,fnend:  v.-ithoutiloporftay, 
'^         Asyouvalueyourpeacejmakethebeilofyourway. 
Though  at  prefent  arrelled  by  Death's  caitiif  paw, 
If  he  itirs,  he  may  fiill  have  recourfe  to  the  law. 


*  Bifhop  of  Gloucefter. 

f   Bifhop  Atterbury. 

4  See  Atterbur.'a  Letters,  in  Pope's  Works,  ed.  1751. 


And 
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And  in  the  King's-bench  fliould  a  verdiA  be  found, 
That  by  livery  and  feilin  his  grave  is  his  ground, 
He  will  claim  to  himfelf  what  is  flriftly  his  due. 
And  an  aclion  of  trefpafs  will  ftraightway  enfue, 
That  you  without  right  on  his  premifes  tread, 
On  a  fimple  furmife  that  the  owner  is  dead. 


ON  BISHOP  ATTERBURy's   BUR  YING    THE 
DUKE   OF    BUCKINGHAM,    I72O. 

•*  T  HAVE  no  hopes,"  the  Duke  he  fays,  and  dies ; 
-*-  "  In  fure  and  certain  hopes,"  the  Prelate  cries  : 
Of  thefe  two  learned  peers,  1  pr'ythee,  fay,  man, 
Who  is  the  lying  knave,  the  prieft,  or  layman  ? 
The  Duke  he  flands  an  infidel  confeft, 
"  He's  our  dear  brother,"  quoth  the  lordly  Prieft. 
The  Duke,  though  knave,  ilill  "  Brother  dear,"  he 

cries  ; 
And  who  can  fay  the  reverend  Prelate  lies  ? 

UPON        HONOUR. 

A         FRAGMENT. 

TT  O  N  O  U  R,  I  fay,  or  honeft  fame, 

"^   I  mean  the  fubftance,  not  the  name ; 
(Not  that  light  heap  of  taudry  wares, 
Of  ermine,  coronets,  and  ftars. 
Which  often  is  by  merit  fought. 
By  gold  and  flattery  oftener  bought ; 

The 
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The  fliade,  for  which  Ambition  looks 
In  Selden's  *  or  in  Aflimole's  f  books) 
But  the  true  glon',  which  proceeds, 
Reflected  bright,  from  honefl  deeds, 
Which  we  in  our  own  breail  perceive, 
And  Kings  can  neither  take  nor  give. 

ENIGMA 

ON      P  A  M     AT      LOO. 

BY  birth  I'm  a  flave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crown, 
I  difpofe  of  all  honours,  myfelf  having  none  ; 
I'm  obhg'd  by  juft  maxims  to  govern  my  life, 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  mailer,  and  lie  with  his  wife. 
WTien  men  are  a-gaming,  I  cunningly  fneak. 
And  their  cudgels  and  fhovels  av\-ay  from  them  take. 
Fair  maidens  and  ladies  I  by  the  hand  get, 
And  pick  off  their  diamonds,  though  ne'er  fo  well  fet. 
For  when  I  have  comrades  we  rob  in  whole  bands. 
Then  prefently  take  off  your  lands  from  your  hands. 
But,  this  fury  once  over,  I've  fuch  winning  arts, 
That  you  love  me  much  more  than  you  do  your  own 
hearts. 

ANOTHER. 

"C^ORM'D  half  beneath,  and  half  above  the  earth, 
-*■      We  filters  owe  to  art  our  fecond  birth  ; 
The  fmith's  and  carpenter's  adopted  daughters. 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  the  waters. 

*  Titles  of  Honour.  f  Order  of  the  Garter. 

Swifter 
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^-Swifter  they  move,  as  they  are  ftraiter  bound, 
Yet  neither  tread  the  air,  or  wave,  or  ground  : 
They  ferve  the  poor  for  ufe,  the  rich  for  whim, 
Sink  when,  it  rains,  and  when  it  freezes,  fwim» 


OLD        GENTRY. 

'"p  HAT  all  from  Adam  firfl  began, 
-■"       None  but  ungodly  Woolfton  doubts  ; 
And  that  his  fon,  and  his  fon's  fon. 

Were  all  but  ploughmen,  clowns,  and  louts. 

Each,  when  his  ruftic  pains  began, 

To  merit  pleaded  equal  right  ; 
'Twas  only  who  left  off  at  noon. 

Or  who  went  on  to  work  till  night. 

But  coronets  we  owe  to  crowns. 
And  favour  to  a  court's  affeclion  ; 

By  nature  we  are  Adam's  fons, 
And  fons  of  Anftis  *  by  election. 

Kingfale  !    eight  hundred  years  have  roll'd 

Since  thy  forefathei-s  held  the  plow  ; 
WTien  this  in  ftory  (hall  be  told. 

Add,  that  my  kindred  do  fo  now. 
The  man  v/ho  by  his  labour  gets 

His  bread,  in  independent  ilate. 
Who  never  begs,  and  feldom  eats, 

Himfelf  can  fix  or  change  his  fate*-. 

*  Garter  King  at  Arms. 

Vol.  XXXIV.  F  t 
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THE 

INSATIABLE      PRIEST. 

T    UKE  Preachill    admires  what  we  laymen  can 
-*-^  mean, 

That  thus  by  <Dur  profit  and  pleafiire  are  fway*d  : 
He  has  but  three  livings,  and  would  be  a  deaji  ; 

His  wife  dy'd  this  year,  he  has  marry'd  his  maid. 

To  fupprefs  all  his  carnal  defires  in  their  birth. 
At  all  hours  a  lufty  young  huffy  is  near  : 

And,  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  the  things  of  this 
earth. 
He  can  be  content  with  two  thoufand  a  year. 


A   FRENCH    SONG    IMITATED. 

"T XT H Y thus  from  theplain  does  my  fhepherdefsrove, 
Forfaking  her  fwain,  and  negledling  his  love  ^ 
You  have  lieard  all  my  grief,  you  fee  how  I  die. 
Oh  I  give  fome  relief  to  the  fwain  whom  you  fly. 

How  can  you  complain,  or  what  am  I  to  fay. 
Since  my  dog  lies  unfed,  and  my  fheep  run  affray  ? 
Need  I  tell  what  I  mean,  that  I  languifh  alone  ! 
When  I  leave  all  the  plain,  you  may  guefs  'tis  for  one. 

A  CASE 
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A     CASE      STATED. 

"^TOW  how  fhall  I  do  with  my  love  an4  my  pride. 
Dear  Diek  *,  give  m.e  counfel,  if  friendfhip  ha^ 
any;  .     . 

Pn-'thee  purge,  or  let  blood  !  furly  Richard  reply'd. 
And  forget  the  coquette  in  the  arms  of  your  Nannyf. 

Wlifle  I  pleaded  with  paffion  how  much  I  defer\^'d, 
For  the  pains  and  the  torments  of  more  t|ian  a  year  ; 

She  look'd  in  an  aLnanack,  whence  fhe  obferv'd. 
That  it  wanted  a  fortnight  to  BartTmew  fair.     .. 

My  Cowley  ap.d  Waller  how  vainly  I  quote, 

While  my  negligent  judge  only  hears  with  her  eye ! 
In  a  long  flaxen  wig,  and  embroider'd  new  coat, 

Her  fpark  faying  nothing  talks  better  than  I.      ^ 

UPON    PLAYING    AT    O  M  B  R  E    V/  I  T  H    T  V,'  O 
LADIES. 

T    K  NOW  that  Fortune  long  has  wanted  fight, 

And  therefore  pardon'd  when  fhe  did  not  right; 
But  yet  till  t^en  it  never  did  appear, 
That,  as  fne  wanted  eyes,  fhe  could  not  hear ; 
I  begg'd  that  fhe  would  give  me  leave  to  lofe, 
A  thing  fhe  does  not  commonly  refufe  ! 

*  Mr.  Shelton.  i  Mis.  Durham. 

F  2  Tu  o 


68  PRIOR'S     POEMS. 

Two  matadores  are  out  againft  my  game, 
Yet  ftill  I  play,  and  fliil  my  luck's  the  fame 
Unconquer'd  in  three  fuits  it  does  remain, 
Whereas  I  only  afe  in  one  to  gain  ; 
Yet  fhe,  ftill  contradifting,  gifts  imparts, 
And  gives  fuccefs  in  cwtry  fuit — but  hearts. 


CUPID'S       PROMISE, 

A    FRENCH     SONG    PARAPHRASED* 

0  OFT  Cupid,  wanton,  amorous  boy. 

The  other  day,  mov'd  with  my  lyre. 
In  flattering  accents  fpoke  his  joy, 
And  utter'd  thus  his  fond  defire. 

Oh  !  rafie  thy  voice  !  one  fong  I  ailc ; 

Touch  then  thy  harmonious  ilring  : 
To  Thyrfis  eafy  is  the  taflc. 

Who  can  fo  fweetly  play  and  fing. 

Two  kifies  from  my  mother  dear, 

Thyrfis,  thy  due  reward  fhall  be ; 
None,  none,  like  beauty's  queen  is  fair, 

Paris  has  vouch'd  this  truth  for  me. 

1  ftrait  reply'd,  Thou  know'fl  alone 
That  brighteft  Chloe  rules  my  breafl  : 

I'll  fmg  thee  two  inflead  of  one, 

If  thou'lt  be  kind,  and  make  me  blefL 


One 
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One  kifs  from  Chloe's  lips,  no  more, 

I  crave :   He  promis'd  me  fnccefs  ; 
I  play'd  with  all  my  fkill  and  power, 

My  glowing  paffion  to  exprefs. 

.But,  oh  !   my  Chloe,  beauteous  maid  ! 

Wilt  thou  the  wifh'd  reward  beftow  ? 
Wilt  thou  make  good  what  Love  has  faid. 

And,  by  thy  grant,  his  power  fhow  ? 


TO    THE 

EARL      OF      OXFORD. 

WRITTEN    EXTEMPORE,    IN    LADY    OXFORD's    STUDV, 
I7I7. 

"pEN,  ink,  and  wax^  and  paper,  fend 
'*■     To  the  kiiid  wife,  the  lovely  friend : 
Smiling  bid  her  freely  write 
What  her  happy  thoughts  indite  ; 
Of  virtue,  goodnefs,  peace,  and  love, 
Thoughts  which  angels  may  approve. 


F3  A    LET. 
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TO    THE 


HONOURABLE    LADY   MARGARET    CAVENDISH 
HARLEY,  WHEN  A  CHILD. 

A/FY  noble,  lovely,  little  Peggy, 
-*'"'*•   Let  this  my  firft  epiftle  beg  you. 
At  dawn  of  morn,  and  clofe  of  even, 
To  lift  your  heart  and  hands  to  Heaven. 
In  double  beauty  fay  your  prayer  : 
Our  Father  nnl, — then,  Notre  Pere  : 
And,  deareft  child,  along  the  day. 
In  ever}'  thing  you  do  and  fay, 
Obey  and  pkafe  my  lord  and  lady, 
So  God  fhall  love,  and  angels  aid  ye. 
If  to  thefe  precepts  you  attend. 
No  fecond  letter  need  I  fend. 
And  fo  I  reft  your  conftant  friend. 


} 


LINES  WRITTEN   UNDER  THE   PRINT  OF  TOM   BRITTOS 

THE   SMALL-COAL-MAN,   PAINTED  BY 

MR.  V;00LAST0N 

T^HOUGH  doom'd  to  fmall-coal,  yet  to  arts  ally'd, 
-*-     Rich  without  wealth,  and  famous  without  pride; 
Mufick's  beft  patron,  judge  of  books  and  men, 
Belcv'd  and  honour'd  by  Apollo's  train  : 

2  In 
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In  Greece  or  Rome  fure  never  did  appear 
So  bright  a  genius,  in  fo  dark  a  Iphere  : 
More  of  the  man  had  artfully  been  fav'd, 
Had  Kneller  painted,  and  had  Vertue  grav'd. 


TRUTH     TOLDAT     LAST. 

C  AYS  Pontius  in  rage,  contradicting  his  wife, 

^  "  You  never  yet  told  me  one  truth  in  your  life." 

Vext  Pontia  no  way  could  this  thefis  allow, 

*'  You're  a  cuckold,  fays  (he ;  do  I  tell  you  trutli  now :' 


WRITTEN    IN    LADY    HOWe's    OVId's    EPISTLES. 

TTOWEVER  high,  however  cold,  the  fair> 

However  great  the  dying  lover's  care, 
Ovid,  kind  author,  found  him  fome  relief, 
Rang'd  his  unruly  lighs,  and  fet  his  grief ; 
Taught  him  what  accents  had  the  power  to  move,. 
And  always  gain'd  him  pity,  fometimes  love. 
But,  oh  !   what  pangs  torment  the  deftin'd  heart. 
That  feels  the  wound,  yet  dares  not  {hew  the  dart ; 
"What  eafe  could  Ovid  to  his  forrows  give. 
Who  miifl  not  fpeak,  and  therefore  cannot  live  ^ 


F4  AN 
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AN        EPISTLE,        1715. 


T  Pray,  good  Lord  Harley,  let  Jonaths 
■^  How  Ion 2:  voii  intend  to  live  incosrnit 


lan  know, 
ig  you  intend  to  live  incognito. 
Your  humble  fervant, 

Elkanah  Settle, 


ANOTHER      EPISTLE. 

T  Pray  Lady  Harriot  the  time  to  affign 

When  (he  Ihall  receive  a  turkey  and  chine  ; 
That  a  body  may  come  to  St.  James's,  to  dine. 


T    R   U    E  '  S      EPITAPH. 

TF  wit  or  honefty  could  fave 
■*-  Our  mouldering  alhes  from  the  grave. 
This  ftone  had  fiill  remaiu'd  unmauk^d, 
I  Hill  writ  profe,  Tme  ftiil  have  bark'd. 
But  envious  Fate  has  claim'd  its  due  ; 
Here  lies  the  mortal  part  of  True  : 
His  deathlefs  virtues  muft  furvive. 
To  better  us  that  are  alive. 

His  prudence  and  his  wit  were  feen 
Jn  that,  from  Mary's  grace  and  mien, 
He  own'd  the  power,  and  lov'd  the  Qiieen. 


} 


} 


Br 


} 


im. 


TRUE'S      EPITAPH, 

By  long  obedience  he  confeft: 

That  ferving  her  was  to  be  blefl— 

Ye  murmurers,  let  True  evince 

That  men  are  beafts,  and  dogs  have  fenfe ! 

His  faith  and  truth  all  A\TiItehall  knows, 
He  ne'er  could  fawn  or  flatter  thofe 
Whom  he  believ'd  were  Manx's  foes  : 
Ne'er  fkulk'd  from  whence  his  fovereign  led  h 
Or  fnarl'd  againft  the  hand  that  fed  him. — 
Read  this,  ye  llatefmen  now  in  favour, 
And  mend  your  own,  by  True's  behaviour  ! 


R         A         M. 


'  I  ''O  Richmond  and Peterburgh, Matt  gave  his  letter?, 
"^     And  tiiought  they  were  fafe  in  the  hands  of  his 

betters. 
How  happened  it  then  that  the  packets  were  loft  ? 
Thefe  were  Knights  of  the  Garter,  not  Knights  of  the 

PofL 
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TO    THE    TUNE    OF,    LADY    ISABELLA  S    TRAGEDY^ 

/^F  Nero,  tyrant,  petty  king  *, 
^"^   Who  heretofore  did  reign 
In  fam'd  Hibernia,  [  will  ling, 
And  In  a  ditty  plain. 

He  hated  was  by  rich  and  poor^ 

For  reafons  you  fhall  hear  ; 
So  ill  he  esercisM  his  power. 

That  he  himfelf  did  fear. 

Full  proud  and  arrogant  was  he,. 

And  covetous  withal ; 
The  guilty  he  would  ftill  fet  free. 

But  guiltlefs  men  enthral. 

He,  with  a  haughty  impious  nod,. 

Would  curfe  and  dogmatize  ; 
Not  fearing  either  man  or  God  : 

Gold  he  did  Idolize. 

*  Lord  Cocirsfty,  one  of  the  lords  juftices  of  Ireland. 

A  patriot 
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A  patriot  *  of  high  degree, 

^^^o  could  no  longer  bear 
This  iipftart  Viceroy  s  tyranny, 

Againft  him  did  declare. 

And,  arm'd  with  truth,  impeach'd  the  Don. 

Of  his  enormous  crimes, 
Which  I'll  unfold  to  you  anon, 

In  low,  but  faithful  rhymes-. 

The  articles  recorded  fland 

Againil  this  peerlsfs  peer. 
Search  but  the  archives  of  the  landf, 

You*ll  find  them  ^vritten  there. 

Attend,  and  juftly  I'll  recite 

His  treafons  to  you  all, 
The  heads  fet  in  their  native  light 

(And  figh  poor  Gaphny's  fall). 

That  traiterouHy  he  did  abufe 

The  power  in  him  repos'd. 
And  wickedly  the  fame  did  ufe. 

On  all  mankind  impos'd. 

That  he,  contrary-  to  all  law, 

An  oath  did  frame  and  make. 
Compelling  the  mihtia 

Th'  illegal  oath  to  take. 

♦  The  Earl  of  Bellamont  impeached  Conlngfby. 
+  Journal,  Sabbati,  16  die  Decembris,  1693. 

Free- 
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Free-quarters  for  the  amr}'  too 

He  did  exacl  and  force 
On  Proteftants  ;  his  love  to  fhow. 

Than  Papift  us'd  them  worfe. 

On  all  provifions  deflin'd  for 

The  camp  at  Limerick, 
He  laid  a  tax  full  hard  and  fore. 

Though  maDy  men  were  fick. 
The  futlers  too  he  did  erdain 

For  licences  fhould  pa}', 
^Vhich  they  refus'd  with  juft  difdain. 

And  lied  the  camp  away. 

■By  which  provifions  were  fo  fcant, 

That  hundreds  there  did  die  ; 
The  foldiers  food  and  drink  did  want, 

Nor  famine  could  they  fly. 

He  fo  much  lov'd  his  private  gain. 

He  could  not  hear  or  fee  ; 
They  might  or  die,  or  might  complain. 

Without  rtlie^ pjrdie. 

That,  above  and  againil  all  right, 

By  word  of  mouth  did  he, 
In  council  fitliing,  hellifh  fpite, 

The  farmer's  fate  decree  : 

That  he,  0  del!  without  trial, 

Straitway  fhould  hanged  be  ; 
Though  then  the  courts  were  open  all, 

Yet  Nero  judge  would  be. 

No 
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No  fooner  faid,  but  it  was  done, 
The  hourreau  did  his  worft  ; 

Gaphny,  alas  !  is  dead  and  gone. 
And  left  his  judge  accurft. 

In  this  concife  defpotic  way- 
Unhappy  Gaphny  fell, 

Which  did  all  honell  men  affray, 
As  truly  it  might  well. 

Full  two  good  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

This  poor  man's  real  eftate, 
He  fettled  on  his  favourite  dear. 

And  Culliford  can  fay't. 

Befides,  he  gave  five  hundred  pound 
To  Fielding  his  own  fcribe, 

W'lio  was  his  bail ;  one  friend  he  found. 
He  ow'd  him  to  the  bribe. 

But  for  this  horrid  murder  vile 

None  did  him  profecute  ; 
His  old  friend  help'd  him  o*er  the  ftile  : 

With  Satan  who  difpute  ! 

With  France,  fair  England's  mortal  foe, 

A  trade  he  carry'd  on  ; 
Had  any  other  done't,  I  trow, 

To  Tripos  he  had  gone. 

That  he  did  likewife  traiteroufly. 

To  bring  his  ends  to  bear, 
Enrich  himfelf  moil  knaviflily  ; 

O  thief  without  compare  ! 


Vafl 
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Vafl  quantities  of  (lores  did  he 

Embezzle  and  purloin  ; 
Of  the  king's  ftores  he  kept  a  key. 

Converting  them  to  coin. 

The  forfeited  eftates  alfo, 

Both  real  and  perfonal, 
Did  with  the  ftores  together  go. 

Fierce  Cerberus  fwallow'd  all. 

Mean  while  the  foldiers  figh'd  and  fobb'd. 

For  not  one  fous  had  they  ; 
His  excellence  had  each  man  fobb'd. 

For  he  had  funk  their  pay. 
Nero,  without  the  leaft  difguife. 

The  papiils  at  all  times  , 

Still  favour'd,  and  their  robberies 

Look'd  on  as  trivial  crimes. 

The  Proteftants  whom  they  did  rob 

During  his  government, 
Were  forc'd  with  patience,  Kke  good  Job, 

To  reft  themfelves  content. 

For  he  did  bafely  them  refufe 

Ail  legal  remedy ; 
The  Romans  ftlll  he  well  did  ufe, 

Still  fcreen'd  their  roguer)'. 

SuccIncUy  thus  to  you  I've  told. 

How  this  Viceroy  did  reign  ; 
And  other  truths  I  ftiall  unfold, 

For  truth  is  always  plain. 

The 
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The  bell  of  Queens  he  hath  revil'd. 

Before  and  iiuce  her  death  ; 
He,  cruel  and  ungrateful,  fmird. 

Wlien  {he  refign'd  her  breath. 

Forgetful  of  the  favours  kind 

She  had  on  him  beftow'd, 
Like  Lucifer  his  rancorous  mind, 

He  lov'd  nor  her  nor  God. 
But  liften,  Nero,  lend  thy  ears. 

As  dill  thou  haft  them  on  ; 
Hear  what  Britannia  fays  with  tears. 

Of  Anna  dead  and  gone. 

**  Oh  !  facred  be  her  memor)', 

"  For  ever  dear  her  name  ! 
**  There  never  was,  nor  e'er  can  be, 

*'  A  brighter,  jufter  dame. 
**  Bleft  be  my  fons,  and  eke  all  thofe 

"  Who  on  her  praifes  dwell ! 
<*  She  conquer'd  Britain's  fierceft  foes, 

"  She  did  all  queens  excel. 
*'  All  princes,  kings,  and  potentates, 

"  AmbafTadors  did  fend  : 
**  All  nations,  provinces,  and  ftates, 

"  Sought  Anna  for  their  friend. 

"  In  Anna  they  did  all  confide, 

"  For  Anna  they  could  truft  : 
**  Her  royal  faith  they  all  had  try'd, 

"  For  Anna  ftiU  was  juft 

«  Truth, 
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**  Truth,  mercy,  juftice,  did  furround 
"  Her  awful  judgment-feat, 

•*  In  her  the  Graces  all  were  found, 
"  In  Anna  all  complete. 

•*  She  held  the  fword  and  balance  rlght^ 
**  And  fought  her  people's  good  ; 

**  In  clemency  fhe  did  delight, 

"  Her  reign  not  llain'd  wth  blood. 

**  Her  gracious  goodnefs,  piety, 
"  In  all  her  deeds  did  fliine, 

"  And  bounteous  was  her  chant}' ; 
*'  All  attributes  divine. 

"  Confummate  wifdom.,  meeknefs  all, 
"  Adorn'd  the  words  Hie  fpoke, 

**  When  they  from  her  fair  lips  did  fall ; 
"  And  fweet  her  lovely  look. 

**  Ten  thoufand  glorious  deeds  to  crown, 
**  She  caus'd  dire  war  to  aeafe  : 

•'  A  greater  emprefs  ne'er  was  known  ; 
"  She  fix'd  the  world  in  peace. 

"  This  Taft  and  godlike  acl:  achieved, 
"  To  heaven  fhe  wing'd  her  flight  : 

**  Her  lois  with  tears  all  Europe  griev'd  ; 
"  Their  ftrength,  and  dear  delight. 

**  Leave  we  in  blifs  this  heavenly  faint, 
"  Revere,  ye  juft,  her  urn  ; 

*'  Her  virtues  high  and  excellent, 
"  Allrea  gone  we' mourn. 


*'  Commemorate 
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•*  Commemorate,  my  fons,  the  day 

"  Which  gave  gi-eat  Anna  birth  : 
**  Keep  it  for  ever  and  for  aye, 

"  And  annual  be  your  mirth  !" 

Ilhiftrious  George  now  fills  the  throne. 

Our  wife  benign  good  king  : 
A\Tio  can  his  wondrous  deeds  make  known. 

Or  his  brii^ht  adlions  fingr  ? 

Thee,  favourite  Nero,  he  has  deign'd 

To  raife  to  high  degree  ! 
Well  thou  thy  honours  haft  fuftain'd, 

Well  vouch'd  thy  anceftry. 
But  pafs — Thefe  honours  on  thee  laid. 

Can  they  e'er  make  thee  white  ? 
Don't  Gaphny's  blood,  which  thou  haft  fiied> 

Thy  guilty  foul  affright  ? 

Oh  !  are  there  not,  grim  mortal,  tell, 

Places  of  blifs  and  woe  ? 
Oh  !  is  there  not  a  heaven,  a  hell  ? 

But  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 

Can  nought  change  thy  obdurate  mind  ? 

Wilt  thou  for  ever  rail  ? 
The  prophet  on  thee  well  relin'd. 

And  fet  thy  wit  to  fale. 

How  thou  art  loft  to  fenfe  and  ftiame. 

Three  countries  witnefs  be  : 
Thy  condud  all  juft  men  do  blame. 

Libera  nos,  Domine  ! 
Vol.  XXXIV.  G  Dame 
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Dame  Juflice  waits  thee,  well  I  ween, 
Her  fword  is  bi-andifh'd  high  : 

Nought  can  thee  from  her  vengeance  fcreen. 
Nor  canll  thou  from  her  fly. 

Hea\'y  her  ire  will  fall  on  thee. 

The  glittering  Heel  is  fure  : 
Sooner  or  later,  all  agree. 

She  cuts  off  the  impure. 
To  her  I  leave  thee,  gloomy  peer ! 

Think  on  thy  crimes  committed  : 
Repent,  and  be  for  once  finctre, 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  be  De-\Vitted. 


APOLOGY    TO     A    LADY, 

WHO    TOLD    ME,   I    COULD    KOT   LOVE    HER    HEARTlLYj 
BECAUSE     I     HAD    LOVED    OTHERS. 

PROBABLY    BY    MR.    PRIOR  "^p 

IN     IMITATION     OF     MR.     WALLER. 

T^AIR  Sylvia,  ceafe  to  blame  my  youth 
"*■         For  having  lov'd  before  ; 
So  men,  ere  they  have  learnt  the  truth, 
Strange  Deities  adore. 

*  By  the  manner  in  which  tliis  and  the  two  following  little  piecei 
are  printed  in  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Mifcellany  Poems,  there 
is  little  doubt  but  they  are  the  produdions  of  the  excellent  poet 
to  whom  I  have  afcribed  them.         N. 

2  My 


APOLOGY    TO     A     LADY 

My  youth  ('tis  true)  has  often  rang'd, 

Like  bees  o'er  gaudy  flowers  ; 
And  many  thoufand  loves  has  changed, 

Till  it  was  fixt  in  yours. 
For,  Sylvia,  when  I  faw  thofe  eyes, 

'Twas  foon  determined  there  ; 
Stars  might  as  well  forfake  the  flcies. 

And  vanifh  into  air  ! 
If  I  from  this  great  rule  do  err, 

New  beauties  to  explore  ; 
May  I  agaiu  turn  wanderer, 

And  never  fettle  more  ! 


AGAINST   MODESTY   IN   LOVE, 

TT^OR  many  unfuccefsful  years 
■*■      At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay  ; 
And  often  bath'd  them  with  my  tears, 
Defpair'd,  but  duril  not  pray. 

No  proftrate  wretch,  before  the  flirine 

Of  any  faint  above. 
E'er  thought  his  Goddefs  more  divine, 

Or  paid  more  awful  love. 

Still  the  difdainful  dame  look'd  down 

With  an  infulting  pride  ; 
Receiv'd  my  pafTion  with  a  frown, 

Or  tofs'd  her  head  afide. 

G  2  When 
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Wlien  Cupid  whifper'd  in  my  ear, 

"  Ufe  more  prevailing  charms, 
**  Fond,  whining,  modelt  fool,  draw  near, 

f*  Andclafp  her  in  your  arms. 

**  "With  eager  kiffes  tempt  the  maid, 

**  From  Cynthia's  feet  depart  ; 
**  The  lips  he  warmly  mml  invade, 

"  WTio  would  polTefs  the  heart.** 

With  that  I  fhoc^  off  all  my  fears, 

My  better  fortune  tiy'd  ; 
And  Cynthia  gave  what  (he  for  years 

Had  foolifhly  deny'd. 

ON  A  YOUNG  LADY'S  GOING  TO  TOWN 
IN   THE    SPRING. 

/^  N  E  night  unhappy  Celadon, 
^"^^    Beneath  a  friendly  mp-tle's  fhade, 
With  folded  arms  and  eyes  caft  down. 
Gently  repos'd  his  love-fick  head  : 
Whilfl  Thyriis  fporting  on  the  neighbouring  plain, 
Thus  heard  the  difcontented  youth  complain  : 

**  Af]<  not  the  caufe  why  fickly  flowers 

*'  Faintly  recline  their  drooping  heads  ; 
**  As  fearful  of  approaching  fhowers, 

*'  They  ftrive  to  hide  them  in  their  beds, 
**  Grieving  with  Celadon  they  downward  grow, 
•*  And  feel  with  him  a  fympathy  of  woe. 

«  Chlori« 
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**  Chloris  will  go  ;  the  cruel  fair, 

"  Regardlefs  of  her  dying  fwain, 
*'  Leaves  him  to  languifli,  to  defpair, 
"  And  murmur  out  in  fighs  his  pain. 
**  The  fugitive  to  fair  Auguila  flies, 
**  To  make  new  flaves,  and  gain  new  viftories. 

"  So  reftlefs  monarchs,  though  pofTefs'd 

"  Of  all  that  we  call  ilate  or  power, 
"  Fancy  themfelves  but  meanly  bleft, 
*'  Vainly  ambitious  ftill  of  more. 
*'  Round  the  wide  world  impatiently  they  roam, 
**  Not  fatisfy'd  with  private  fway  at  home." 

WHEN    THE    CAT     IS    AWAY, 
THE    MICE    Tvl  A  Y    PLAY. 

A  FABLE*,   INSCRIBED  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

PROBABLY  BY  MR.  PRIOR. 

*'  In  domibus  Mures  avido  dente  omnia  captant: 
*'  In  domibus  Fares  avida  mente  omnia  raptant." 

A    LADY  once   (fo  ftories  fay) 
"*•  -^  By  rats  and  mice  infeiled. 
With  gins  and  traps  long  fought  to  flay 
The  thieves  ;  but  ftill  they  fcap'd  away. 
And  daily  her  molefled. 

•  The  hints  of  this  and  the  follo.ving  Fable  appear  to  have 
originated  from  **  The  Fable  of  the  Old  Lady  and  her  Cats," 
printed  in  "  The  General  Poftfcript,"  Nov,  7,  1 709.  They 
have  been  both  afcribed  to  Dr.  Swift.     N. 

G  3  Great 
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Great  havock  'mcngft  her  cheefe  was  made. 

And  much  the  lofs  did  grieve  her ; 
At  length  Grimalkin  to  her  aid 
She  callM   (no  more  of  cats  afraid). 
And  begg'd  him  to  relieve  her. 

Soon  as  Grimalkin  came  in  view, 

The  vermin  back  retreated  ; 
Grimalkin  fwift  as  lightning  flew, 
Thoufands  of  mice  he  daily  flew, 

Thoufands  of  rats  defeated. 

Ne'er  cat  before  fuch  glory  won  ; 

All  people  did  adore  him  ; 
Grimalkin  far  all  cats  out-flione, 
And  in  his  lady's  favour  none 

Was  then  preferr'd  before  him. 

Pert  Mrs.  Abigail  alone 
Envy'd  Grimalkin's  glory  ; 
Her  favourite  lap-dog  now  was  grown 
Negledted  ;  him  fhe  did  bemoan, 
And  rav'd  like  any  Tor}-. 

She  cannot  bear,  fhe  fwears  fhe  won't 

To  fee  the  cat  regarded  ; 
But  firmly  is  refolv'd  upon't, 
And  vows,  that,  whatfoe'er  comes  on't, 

She'll  have  the  cat  difcarded. 


She 


A        F    A    B     L    E.  S7 

She  begs,  ftie  ftorms,  fhe  fawns,  fhe  frets, 

(Her  arts  are  all  employed) 
And  tells  her  lady  in  a  pet, 
Grimalkin  cofl  her  more  in  meat 

Than  all  the  rats  deftroy'd. 

At  length  this  fpitefiil  waiting-maid 

Produc'd  a  thing  amazing  ; 
The  favourite  cat's  a  victim  made, 
To  fatisfy  this  prating  jade. 

And  fairly  turn'd  a-grazing. 

Now  lap-dog  is  again  reftor'd 

Into  his  lady's  favour  ; 
Sumptuoufly  kept  at  bed  and  board. 
And  he  (fo  Nab  has  given  her  word) 

Shall  from  all  vermin  fave  her. 

Nab  much  exults  at  this  fuccefs, 

And,  overwhelm'd  w^ith  joy. 
Her  lady  fondly  does  carefs. 
And  tells  her,  Fubb  can  do  no  lefs 

Than  all  her  foes  dellroy. 

But  vain  fuch  hopes  ;  the  mice  that  fled 

Return,  now  Grim's  difcarded  ; 
Whilft  Fubb  till  ten,  on  filken  bed, 
Securely  lolls  his  drowfy  head. 

And  leaves  cheefe  unregarded. 

G  4  Nor 
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Nor  rats  nor  mice  the  lap-dog  fear, 

Now  uncontroll'd  their  theft  is  : 
And  whatfoe'er  the  vermin  fpare, 
Nab  and  her  dog  betwixt  them  (hare. 

Nor  pie  nor  pippin  left  is. 

Mean  while,  to  cover  their  deceit, 

At  once,  and  flander  Grim  ; 
Nab  fays,  the  cat  comes  out  of  fpight. 
To  rob  her  lady  even.-  night, 

So  lays  it  all  on  him. 

Nor  corn  fecure  in  gan-et  high. 

Nor  cheefecake  fafe  in  clofet ; 
The  cellars  now  unguarded  lie, 
On  ever)^  ihelf  the  vermin  pre\- ; 

And  ilill  Grimalkin  does  it. 

The  gains  from  corn  apace  decay 'd, 

No  bags  to  market  go  : 
Complaints  came  from  the  dair)'-maid. 
The  mice  had  fpoiPd  her  butter  trade. 

And  eke  her  cheefe  alfo. 

With  this  fame  lady  once  there  liv'd 

A  trufty  fervant-maid, 
"Who,  hearing  this,  full  much  was  griev'dy 
Pearing  her  lady  was  deceiv'd, 

A.nd  haften'd  to  her  aid. 

Much 
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Much  art  flie  us'd  for  to  difclofe 

And  find  out  the  deceit ; 
At  length  fhe  to  the  lady  goes, 
Difcovers  her  domeftic  foes, 

And  opens  all  the  cheat. 

Struck  with  the  fenfe  of  her  miftake. 

The  lady,  difcontented, 
Refolves  again  her  cat  to  take. 
And  ne'er  again  her  cat  forfake, 

Left  fhe  again  repent  it. 

THE 

WIDOW    AND    HER    CAT; 

A          FABLE.* 

A    WIDOW  kept  a  favourite  cat, 
At  firft  a  gentle  creature  ; 
But,  when  he  was  grown  fleek  and  fat. 
With  many  a  moufe,  and  many  a  rat. 
He  foon  difclos'd  his  nature. 

The  fox  and  he  were  friends  of  old. 

Nor  could  they  now  be  parted  ; 
They  nightly  flunk  to  rob  the  fold, 
Devour'd  the  lambs,  the  fleeces  fold  ; 

And  Pufs  grew  hon-hearted. 

*  In  Tindal's  ««  Continuation  of  Rapin,"  XVII,  454.,  thi« 
Fable  is  faid  to  be  by  Prior  or  Swift.  In  Boyer's  "  Political 
State,"  1720,  p.  519,  where  it  is  applied  to  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough,  it  is  faid  to  be  by  Swift  or  Prior.     N, 

He 


90 


PRIOR»S      POEMS. 

He  fcratch'd  her  maid,  he  ftole  the  cream. 

He  tore  her  beft  lac'd  pinner  ; 
Nor  Chanticleer  upon  the  beam, 
Nor  chick,  nor  duckling  'fcapes,  when  Grim 

Invites  the  fox  to  dinner. 

The  dame  full  wifely  did  decree, 
For  fear  he  fhould  difpatch  more, 

That  the  falfe  wretch  fhould  worried  be  ; 

But  in  a  faucy  manner  he 

Thus  fpeech'd  it  like  a  Lechmere  *  : 

**  Muft  I,  againll  all  right  and  law, 

*'  Like  pole-cat  vile  be  treated  ? 
**  I,  who  fo  long  with  tooth  and  claw, 
**  Have  kept  domeftic  mice  in  awe, 
<*  And  foreign  foes  defeated ! 

**  Your  golden  pippins,  and  your  pies, 

"  How  oft  have  I  defended  ! 
*'  'Tis  true,  the  pinner  which  you  prize, 
**  I  tore  in  frolick  ;  to  your  eyes 

"  I  never  harm  intended. 

«'  I  am  a  cat  of  honour."— "  Stay  !'* 

Quoth  fhe,  "  no  longer  parley ; 
**  Whate'er  you  did  in  battle  flay, 
**  By  law  of  arms,  became  your  prey  : 
**  I  hope  you  won  it  fairly. 


♦  The  celebrated  lawyer,    N. 


«'  Of 
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**  Of  this  we'll  grant  you  ftand  acquit, 

"  But  not  of  your  outrages  : 
*'  TeU  me,  perfidious  !  was  it  fit 
**  To  make  my  cream  a  perquifite, 

"  And  Heal,  to  mend  your  wages  ? 

*'  So  flagrant  is  thy  infolence, 

"  So  vile  thy  breach  of  truft  is, 
*'  That 'longer  with  thee  to  difpenfe, 
*'  Were  want  of  power,  or  want  of  fenfe— 

*<  Here,  Towzer  ! — do  him  juflice.'* 


SONGS, 

SET     TO      MUSIC 

BY    THE    MOST    EMINENT    MASTERS. 

I.    Set    by    Mr.    Abel, 

"O  EADING  ends  in  melancholy  ; 
-"-^  Wine  breeds  vices  and  difeafes  ; 
Wealth  is  but  care,  and  love  but  folly ; 

Only  friendfhip  truly  pleafes. 
My  wealth,  my  books,  my  flafk,  my  Molly  ; 

Farewell  all,  if  friendfhip  ceafes. 

TI.    Set 
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II.    Set    by    Mr.    P  u  r  c  e  l  l. 

'Y\7  HITHER  would  my  paffion  run 

Shall  I  fly  her,  or  purfue  her  ? 
Lofing  her,  I  am  undone  ; 

Yet  would  not  gain  her,  to  undo  her. 

Ye  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft, 
Love  and  Reafon  !  ceafe  your  war, 

And  order  Death  to  give  me  reft ; 
So  each  will  equal  triumph  fhare. 

III.    Set    by    Mr.    De    Fesch. 

C  TREPHONETTA,  why  d'ye  fly  me, 
^  With  fuch  rigour  in  your  eyes  ? 
Oh  !   'tis  cruel  to  deny  me, 

Since  your  charms  I  fo  much  piize. 

But  I  plainly  fee  the  reafon, 

Why  in  vain  I  you  purfued  ; 
Her  to  gain  'twas  out  of  feafon. 

Who  before  the  chaplain  vroo'd. 

IV.    Set    by    M  r.    Smith. 

/"^  OME,  weep  no  more,  for  'tis  in  vain  ; 
^"^^  Torment  not  thus  your  pretty  heart ; 
Think,  Flavia,  we  may  meet  again, 
As  well  as,  that  we  now  mull  part. 


You 
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You  figh  and  weep  ;  the  Gods  neglect 

That  precious  dew  your  eyes  let  fall ; 
Our  joy  and  grief  with  like  refpedi 

They  mind  ;  and  that  is,   not  at  all. 
We  pray,  in  hopes  they  will  be  kind, 

As  if  they  did  regard  our  ftate  : 
They  hear  ;  and  the  return  we  find 

Is,  that  no  prayers  can  alter  fate. 
Then  clear  your  brow,  and  look  more  gay, 

Do  not  yourfelf  to  grief  refign  ; 
Who  knows  but  that  thofe  powers  may. 

The  pair  they  now  have  parted,  join  ? 

But  fmce  they  have  thus  cruel  been, 
And  could  fuch  conftant  lovers  fever  ; 

I  dare  not  truft,  left,  now  they're  in, 
They  fhould  divide  us  two  for  ever. 

Then,  Flavia,  come,  and  let  us  grieve. 
Remembering  though  upon  what  fcore  ; 

This  our  laft  parting  look  believe, 
Beheve  we  muft  embrace  no  more. 

Yet  fhould  our  fun  fhine  out  at  laft. 
And  Fortune,  without  more  deceit, 

Throw  but  one  reconciling  caft. 

To  make  two  v.-andering  lovers  meet ; 

How  great  then  would  our  pleafure  be. 
To  find  Heavtn  kinder  than  believ'd ; 

And  we,  who  had  no  hopes  to  fee 
Each  other,  to  be  thus  deceiv'd ! 

But 
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But  fay,  fhould  Heaven  bring  no  relief, 
Suppofe  our  fun  fhould  never  rife  : 

"Why  then  what's  due  to  fuch  a  grief. 
We've  paid  already  with  our  eyes. 


V.    Set    by    Mr.  DeFesch, 

T    ET  perjur'd  fair  Amynta  know, 
"*"^  A^Hiat  for  her  fake  I  undergo  ; 
Tell  her  for  her  liow  I  fuftain 
A  lingering  fever's  wafting  pain  ; 
Tell  her  the  torments  I  endure, 
Which  only,  only  (he  can  cure. 

But,  oh  !  fhe  fcorns  to  hear,  or  fee. 
The  wretch  that  lies  fo  low  as  me  ; 
Her  fudden  greatnefs  turns  her  brain. 
And  Strephon  hopes,  alas  !   in  vain : 
For  ne'er  'twas  found  (though  often  try'd) 
That  pity  ever  dwelt  with  pride. 


VI.    Set    by    M  r.  S  m  i  t  h. 

"P  HILL  IS,  fmce  we  have  both  been  kind, 
-*-     And  of  each  other  had  our  fill ; 
Tell  me  what  pleafure  you  can  find, 

In  forcing  nature  'gainft  her  will. 
'Tis  true,  you  may  with  art  and  pain, 

Keep  in  fume  glowings  of  defire  ; 
But  ftill  thofe  glowings  which  remain, 

Are  only  afhes  of  the  fire. 


The!^ 
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Then  let  us  free  each  other's  foul, 
And  laugh  at  the  dull  conftant  fool. 

Who  would  Love's  liberty  control, 
And  teach  us  how  to  whine  by  rule. 

Let  us  no  impofitions  fet, 

Or  clogs  upon  each  other's  heart ; 
But,  as  for  pleafure  firft  we  met. 

So  now  for  pleafure  let  us  part. 

We  both  have  fpent  our  flock  of  love. 

So  confequently  fhould  be  free  ; 
Thyrfis  expefts  you  in  yon'  grove. 

And  pretty  Chloris  Hays  for  me, 

Vn.    Set    by    Mr.  DeFesch. 

"P  HILL  IS,  this  pious  talk  give  o'er, 
^     And  modeftly  pretend  no  more  ; 

It  is  too  plain  an  art : 
Surely  you  take  me  for  a  fool. 
And  woiJd  by  this  prove  me  fo  dull, 

As  not  to  know  your  heart. 
In  vain  you  fancy  to  deceive, 
For  truly  I  can  ne'er  believe 

But  this  is  all  a  fham  : 
Since  any  one  may  plainly  fee. 
You'd  only  fave  yourfelf  with  me. 

And  with  another  damn. 

VIIL    Set 
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VIII.    Set    by    Mr.   Smith, 

Q^TILL,  Dorinda,  I  adore, 
^  Think  I  mean  not  to  deceive  you  ; 
For  I  lov'd  you  much  before, 
And,  alas  !  now  love  you  more, 
Though  I  force  myfelf  to  leave  you. 

Stapng,  I  my  vows  fhall  fail ; 
Virtue  yields,  as  love  grows  ftronger  ; 

Fierce  defires  will  fure  prevail ; 

You  are  fair,  and  I  am  frail. 
And  dare  truft  myfelf  no  longer. 

You,  my  love,  too  nicely  coy, 
Left  I  fhould  have  gain'd  the  treafure. 

Made  my  vows  and  oaths  deftroy 

The  plealing  hopes  I  did  enjoy 
Of  all  my  future  peace  and  pleafure. 

To  my  vows  I  have  been  true, 

And  in  filence  hid  my  anguifh, 
But  I  cannot  promife  too 
^^Tiat  my  love  may  make  me  do, 

Wliile  with  her  for  whom  I  languifh. 
For  in  thee  ftrange  magic  lies. 

And  my  heart  is  too,  too  tender ; 
Nothing's  proof  againil  thofe  eyes, 
Beft  refolves  and  ftricleft  ties 

To  their  force  mull  foon  furreHder. 


But, 
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But,  Dorinda,  you're  fevere, 
I  moil  doating,  thus  to  fever ; 

Since  from  all  I  hold  mofl  dear, 

That  you  may  no  longer  fear, 
I  divorce  myfclf  for  ever. 

IX.    Set    by    M  r.  D  e  F  e  s  c  h. 

T  S  it,  O  Love,  thy  want  of  eyes, 

Or  by  the  Fates  decreed, 
That  hearts  fo  feldom  fympathize, 
Or  for  each  other  bleed  ? 

If  thou  \vouId*ft  make  two  youthful  hearts 

One  amorous  fhaft  obey  ; 
'Twould  fave  thee  the  expence  of  darts, 

And  more  extend  thy  fway. 
Forbear,  alas  !   thus  to  deftroy 

Thyftlf,  thy  growing  power  ; 
For  that  which  would  be  ftretch'd  by  joy, 

Defpair  ^^'ill  foon  devour. 
Ah  !   wound  then  my  relentlefs  fair, 

For  thy  own  fake  and  mine  ; 
That  boundlefs  blifs  may  be  my  fliare, 

And  double  glory  thine. 

X.    Set    by    Mr.    S  m  i  t  h. 

TXT  H  Y,  Harry,  what  ails  vou?  why  look  you  fo 

^  ^       fad  ? 
To  think  and  ne'er  drink,  will  make  you  llark-mad. 
■     Vol.   XXXIV.  H  'Tis 
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'Tis  the  miftrefs,  the  friend,  and  the  bottle,  old  boy! 
Which  create  all  the  pleafure  poor  mortals  enjoy  ; 
But  wine  of  the  three's  the  moll  cordial  brother, 
For  one  it  relieves,  and  it  ftrengthens  the  other. 

XI.    Set    by    Mr.    Smith. 

Q  INCE  my  words,  though  ne'er  lo  tender. 

With  fmcereft  truth  expreft, 
Cannot  make  your  heart  furrender. 
Nor  fo  much  as  warm  your  bread  : 

What  will  move  the  fprings  of  nature  ? 

What  will  make  you  think  me  true  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  myflerious  creature. 

Tell  poor  Strephon  what  wiU  do. 
Do  not,  Charmion,  rack  your  lover, 

Thus,  by  feeming  not  to  know 
What  fo  plainly  all  difcover, 

What  his  eyes  fo  plainly  ihew. 

Fair  one,  'tis  yourfelf  deceiving, 
'Tis  againft  your  reafon's  law  : 

Atheift-Iike   (th'  effe6l  perceiving) 
Still  to  difbelieve  the  caufe. 

XII.    Set    by    Mr.    D  e  F  e  s  c  h; 

A  IT  ORE LL A,  charming  without  art, 

And  kind  without  defign, 
Can  never  lofe  the  fmaUeft  part 
Of  fuch  a  heart  as  miae. 

2  ObhVM 
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Oblig'd  a  thoufand  feveral  ways, 

It  ne'er  can  break  her  chains ; 
While  paffipn,  which  her  beauties  raife, 

My  gratitude  maintains. 

XIII.    Set    by    Mr.  DeFesch. 

T    OVE  !  inform  thy  faithful  creature 
"^-^  How  to  keep  his  fair  one's  heart  ; 
Muil  it  be  by  truth  of  nature. 
Or  by  poor  diffembling  art  ? 

Tell  the  fecret,  fhew  the  wonder, 

How  we  both  may  gain  our  ends ; 
I  am  loft  if  we're  afunder, 

Ever  tortur'd  if  we're  friends, 

XIV.    Set   by   Mr.  D  e  F  e  s  c  h. 

'J^  OUCH  the  lyre,  on  ever)^  firing, 
-*-      Touch  it,  Orpheus,  I  will  fing 
A  fong  which  fhall  immortal  be  ; 
Since  (he  I  fmg's  a  deity  ; 
A  Leonora,'  whofe  blcft  birth 
Has  no  relation  to  this  earth. 

XV.    Set    by    Mr.    Smith. 

/^  N  C  E   I  was  unconfin'd  and  free, 
^^     Would  I  had  been  fo  ftill ! 
Enjoying  fweetefl  hberty. 
And  roving  at  my  will. 

H  2  But 
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Birt  no'A',  not  mafter  of  my  hearty 

Cupid  does  fo  decide, 
That  two  fhe-tyrants  (hall  it  part. 

And  fo  poor  me  divide. 
Viftoria^s  will  I  mull  obey, 

She  a6ls  without  control : 
Phiilis  has  fuch  a  taking  way. 

She  charms  my  very  foul. 

Deceived  by  Phiilis'  looks  and  fmiles, 

Into  her  fnares  I  run  : 
Victoria  fhews  me  all  her  wiles, 

Which  yet  I  dare  not  fhun. 
From  one  I  fancy  every  kifs 

Has  fomething  in't  divine  ; 
And,  awfid,  tafte  the  balmy  bhfs. 

That  joins  her  hps  with  mine. 

But,  when  the  other  I  embrace, 

Though  (he  be  not  a  queen, 
Methinks  'tis  fvveet  with  fuch  a  lafs 

To  tumble  on  the  green. 

Thus  here  you  fee  a  fhared  heart. 

But  I,  meanwhile,  the  fool : 
Each  in  It  has  an  equal  part. 

But  neither  yet  the  whole. 

Nor  will  It,  if  I  right  forecaft. 

To  either  wholly  yield  : 
I  find  the  time  approaches  faft, 

When  both  mull  quit  the  field. 

XVI.    Set 
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XVI.    Set    by    Mr.    D  e    F  e  s  c  h. 


Tj^  ARE  WELL,  Amynta,  we  muil  part ; 

The  charm  has  loft  its  power, 
Which  held  fo  faft  my  captiv'd  heart 

Until  this  fatal  hour. 
Hadft  thou  not  thus  my  love  abus'd, 

And  us'd  me  ne'er  fo  ill. 
Thy  cruelty  I  had  excus'd, 

And  I  had  lov'd  thee  ftiU. 

But  know,  my  foul  difdains  thy  fway, 

And  fcorns  thy  charms  and  thee. 
To  which  each  fluttering  coxcomb  may 

As  welcome  be  as  me. 

Think  in  what  perfecl  bhfs  you  reign'd. 

How  lov'd  before  thy  fall ; 
And  now,  alas  ]   how  much  difdain'd 

By  me,  and  fcorn'd  by  all. 

Yet  thinking  of  each  happy  hour, 

WTiich  I  with  thee  have  fpent, 
8*0  robs  my  rage  of  all  its  power, 

That  I  almoft  relent. 

But  pride  will  never  let  me  bow. 

No  more  thy  charms  can  move  : 
Yet  thou  art  worth  my  pity  now, 

Becaufe  thou  hadft  my  love. 

H  3  XVIL   S  E  T 
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X-VII.    Set    by    Mr.    Smith. 

A    C  C  E  P  T,  my  love,  as  true  a  heart 
-^^^     As  ever  lover  gave  : 
'Tis  free  (it  vows)  from  any  art. 
And  proud  to  be  your  Have. 

Then  take  it  kindly,  as  'tw^s  meant. 

And  let  the  giver  live  : 
Who,  with  it,  would  the  world  have  fent. 

Had  it  been  his  to  give. 
And,  that  Dorinda  may  not  fear 

I  e'er  v>'ill  prove  untrue, 
My  vow  fhall,  ending  with  the  year, 

With  it  begin  anew. 


XVIII.    Set    by    Mr.   De    Fescw, 

"^T  A  N  N  Y  bluflies  when  I  woo  her, 

And,  with  kindly-chiding  eyes, 
Faintly  fays,  I  fhall  undo  her, 
Faintly,  O  forbear  !   ihe  cries. 

But  her  breafts  while  I  am  preffing, 

While  to  hers  my  lips  I  join, 
Warm'd  (he  feems  to  tafte  the  bleffing, 

And  her  kiffes  anfwer  mine. 


Unde. 
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Undebaucli'd  by  rules  of  honour. 

Innocence  with  nature  charms  ; 
One  bids,  gently  pufli  me  from  her, 

T'other,  take  me  in  her  amis. 

XIX»     Set    by    Mr.    Smith. 

O  I  N  C  E  we  your  hufband  daily  fee 

So  jealous  out  of  feafon, 
Phillis,  let  you  and  I  agree 

To  make  him  fo  with  reafon. 
I'm  vext  to  think,  that  ever)-  night 

A  fot,  within  thy  arms, 
Tafting  the  moft  divine  delight. 

Should  fully  all  your  charms. 

"^^Tiile  fretting  I  muft  lie  alone, 

Curfmg  the  powers  divine, 
That  undefervedly  have  thrown 

A  pearl  unto  a  fwine. 

Then,  Phillis,  heal  my  wounded  heart,. 

My  burning  pafQon  cool  ; 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  in  thee  have  part 

With  thy  infipid  fool. 

XX.    Set    BY    C.    R. 

T)  H  I  L  L  I  S,  give  this  humour  over,. 
■*-      We  too  long  have  tim.e  abus'd  ; 
I  fliall  turn  an  arrant  rover, 
If  the  favour's  ftill  refus'd. 

H  J.  Faith ! 
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Faith  !   'tis  nonfenfe  out  of  meafure, 

Without  ending,  thus  to  fee 
Women  forc'd  to  tafte  a  pleafure 

Which  they  love  as  well  as  we. 

Let  not  pride  and  folly  fhare  you. 

We  were  made  but  to  enjoy  ; 
Ne'er  will  age  or  cenfure  fpare  you. 

E'er  the  more  for  being  coy. 

Never  fancy  time's  before  you. 

Youth,  believe  me,  will  away  ; 
Then,  alas  !    who  will  adore  you, 

Or  to  wTinkles  tribute  pay  ? 

All  the  fwains  on  you  attending 

Show  how  much  your  charms  deferve  ; 
But,  mifer-like,  for  fear  of  fpending, 

You  amidft  your  plenty  ftarve. 
A\^iile  a  thoufand  freer  laffes, 

Who  their  youth  and  charms  employ. 
Though  your  beauty  their's  furpaffes, 

JLive  in  far  more  perfect  joy. 

XXL 

T  TASTE,  my  Nannette,  my  lovely  maid  I 
"*■  "^   Llafte  to  the  bower  thy  fwain  has  made  ; 
For  thee  alone  I  made  the  bower, 
And  ftrew'd  the  couch  with  many  a  flower. 
None  but  my  ftieep  fhall  near  us  come  : 
Venus  be  prais'd  !   my  fheep  are  dumb- 
Great 
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Great  God  of  Love  !   take  thou  my  crook. 
To  keep  the  wolf  from  Nannette's  flocks 
Guard  thou  the  fheep,  to  her  fo  dear  j 
My  own,  alas  !   are  lefs  my  care. 
But  of  the  wolf  if  thou'rt  afraid, 
Come  not  to  us  to  call  for  aid  ; 
For  with  her  fwain  my  love  fhall  llay, 
Though  the  wolf  prowl,  and  the  iheep  llray, 

XXIT.    Set    by    Mr.    D  e    F  e  s  c  h. 

C  I  N  C  E  by  ill  fate  I'm  forc'd  away. 

And  fnatch'd  fo  foon  from  thofe  dear  arms, 
Againft  my  will  I  mull  obey. 

And  leave  thofe  fweet  endearing  cliarms. 

Yet  ftill  love  on,  and  never  fear. 

But  you  and  conflancy  will  prove 
Enough  my  prefent  flame  to  bear. 

And  make  me,  though  in  abfence,  love» 

For,  though  your  prefence  fate  denies, 

I  feel,  alas  !   the  killing  fm^art ; 
And  can,  with  undifcemed  eyes. 

Behold  your  picture  in  my  heart. 

XXiri.    Set    by    Mr.    D  e    F  e  s  c  h. 

TN  vain,  alas  !   poor  Strephon  tries 
"^     To  eafe  his  tortur'd  breaft  ; 
■Since  Amoret  the  cure  denies, 
And  makes  his  pain  a  jeft. 

Ah! 
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Ah  !   fair-one,  why  to  mc  fo  coy  ? 

And  why  to  him  fo  true, 
Who  with  more  coldnefs  flights  the  joy, 

Than  I  with  love  purfue  ? 

Die  then,  unhappy  lover  !   die  ; 

For,  fmce  fhe  gives  thee  death, 
The  world  has  nothing  that  can  buy 

A  minute  more  of  breath. 
Yet,  though  I  could  your  fcorn  outlive^ 

'Twere  folly  ;  fmce  to  me 
Not  love  itfelf  a  joy  can  give. 

But,  Amoret,  in  thee. 

XXIV.    Set    by    Mr.    D  e    F  e  s  c  h. 

"V^T'  ELL!    I  will  never  more  complain, 

^  *        Or  call  the  Fates  unkind  ; 
Alas  !   how  fond  it  is,  how  vain  ! 
But  felf-conceitednefs  does  reiga 

In  every  mortal  mind. 
'Tis  true  they  long  did  me  deny. 

Nor  vrould  permit  a  fight  : 
I  rag'd  ;   for  I  could  not  efpy, 
Or  think  that  any  harm  could  lie 

Difguis'd  in  that  delight. 

At  laft,  my  wiflies  to  fulfil, 

They  did  their  power  refign  ; 
I  faw  her ;  but  I  \vifh  I  ftill 
Had  been  obedient  to  their  will. 
And  they  not  unto  mine. 


Yet 
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Yet  I  by  this  have  learnt  the  wit, 

Never  to  grieve  or  fret : 
Contentedly  I  will  fubmit, 
And  think  that  beft  which  they  think  fit, 

Without  the  leail  regret. 


XXV.    Set    BY    Mr.    C.    R. 

/^  H  L  O  E  beauty  has  and  wit, 
^^   And  an  air  that  is  not  common  ; 
Every  charm  in  her  does  meet. 
Fit  to  make  a  handfome  woman. 

But  we  do  not  only  find 

Here  a  lovely  face  or  feature ; 
For  (he's  merciful  and  kind, 

Beauty's  anfwer'd  by  good-nature. 

She  is  always  doing  good. 

Of  her  favours  never  fparing. 
And,  as  all  good  Chriftians  fhould. 

Keeps  poor  mortals  from  defpairing, 

Jove  the  power  knew  of  her  charms. 
And  that  no  man  could  endure  them; 

So,  providing  'gainft  all  harms, 

Gave  to  her  the  power  to  cure  them. 

And  'twould  be  a  cruel  thing, 

When  her  black  eyes  have  rais'd  defire, 

Should  (he  not  her  bucket  bring. 
And  kindly  help  to  quench  the  fire. 

xxvr. 
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XXVI. 

C  I  N  C  E,  Moggy,  I  mun  bid  adieu, 

How  can  I  help  defpairing  ? 
Let  cruel  fate  us  flill  purfue, 

There's  nought  more  worth  my  caring. 

'Twas  {he  alone  could  calm  my  foul, 
"WTien  racking  thoughts  did  grieve  me ; 

Her  eyes  my  trouble  could  control, 
And  into  joys  deceive  me.  , 

Parev.-el,  ye  brooks ;   no  more  along 
Your  banks  mun  I  be  walking  ; 

■No  more  you'll  hear  my  pipe  or  fong, 
Or  pretty  Moggy's  talking. 

But  I  by  death  an  end  will  give 
To  grief,  fmce  we  mun  fever  ; 

Por  who  can  after  parting  live, 
Ought  to  be  wretched  ever. 

XXVII. 

COME  kind  angel,  gently  flying, 
^     Mov'd  with  pity  at  my  pain, 
Tell  Corinna  I  am  dying. 
Till  with  joy  we  meet  again. 

Tell  Corinna,  fince  we  parted, 
I  have  never  known  delight : 

And  fhall  foon  be  broken-hearted. 
If  I  longer  want  her  fight. 


TeU 
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Tell  her  how  her  lover,  mourning. 

Thinks  each  lazy  day  a  year ; 
Curfing  every  morn  retuming, 

Since  Corinna  is  not  here. 

Tell  her  too,  not  diftant  places, 

Will  file  be  but  true  and  kind, 
Join'd  with  time  and  change  of  faces,. 

E'er  fiiall  fiiake  my  conilant  mind^ 


XXVIir.     NELLY. 

"T TT  K  I  L  S  T  others  proclaim- 
This  nymph,  or  that  fwain, 
Deareft  Nelly  the  lovely  I'll  fmg  ; 

She  fiiall  grace  every  verfe, 

I'll  her  beauties  rehearfe, 
Which  lovers  can't  think  an  ill  thing. 

Her  eyes  fiiine  as  bright 

As  liars  in  the  night, 
Her  complexion  divinely  is  fair  ; 

Her  hps,  red  as  a  cherry, 

Would  a  hermit  make  merry. 
And  black  as  a  coal  is  her  hair. 

Her  breath,  like  a  rofe, 

Its  fweets  does  difclofe, 
Whenever  you  ravifh  a  kifs  ; 

Like  ivory  inchas'd. 

Her  teeth  are  well-plac'd, 
An  exquifite  beauty  fiie  is. 

Her 
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Her  plump  breafts  are  white, 

Delighting  the  light, 
There  Cupid  difcovers  her  charms  ; 

Oh  !    fpare  then  the  reft. 

And  think  of  the  beft  : 
'Tis  Heaven  to  die  in  her  arms. 

She's  blooming  as  May, 

Brifk,  lively,  and  gay  ; 
The  Graces  play  all  round  about  her  : 

She's  prudent  and  witty. 

Sings  wondroufly  pretty. 
And  there  is  no  living  without  her. 


M  ISC  EL- 
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MISCELLANEA, 


A    D 


C  O  M  I  T  E  M     D  O  R  C  E  S  T  R  I  iE, 

IN    ANNUM    INEUKTEM    1684. 

AD  J      A      N      U      M. 

O  I  C  tua  perpetuis  fument  altaria  donis, 
*^  Plurima  lie  fiamms  pabula  mittat  Arabs  ; 
Sic  dum  facra  novis  redimuntur  tempora  fertis, 

Neftoreos  pofcant  fcEmina  virque  dies  ; 
CalTide  depofita,  placide  fic  nuncia  pacis 

Janiia  fopito  cardine  limen  amet : 
Candida  procedant  feilivo  tempora  motu, 

Et  faveat  Domino  quxlibet  hora  meo  ! 
Publica  conciliis  gravibus  feu  com.moda  traftet, 

Sen  vacuum  peclus  mollior  urat  amor  ; 
Seu  pia  mordaci  meditetur  vulnera  charta, 

Vulnera  quse  tali  fola  levantur  ope  ; 
Seu  legat  oblito  facilis  mea  carmina  fallu, 

O  !  bene  carminibus  confule,  Dive,  meis, 
Jane  fave,  Domini  veniet  natalis  ad  aras  ; 

O  !    fuperis  ipfis  facra  fit  ilia  dies  : 
Sacra  fit  iila  dies,  niveoque  notata  lapillo, 

Qua  tulit  illuftris  nobile  mater  onus, 
Qua  mihi,  patronum  geftit,  gentique  Quiritem, 

Artificique  Deo  pene  dedifTe  parem. 

A    B 
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DOM.  GOWER,  COLL.  MAGISTRUM, 

EPISTOLA     DEPRECATORIA. 

"^^J  I S I  tuam  jampriclem  benevolentiam  &  laudatam 
-^  ab  expertis  audiviffem,  &  expertus  ipfe  fepiflime 
laudaflem,  &  pudor  &  trillitia  confcio  mihi  lilentium 
indixiffent :  at  enim  V.  R..  dum  coram  patrono,  amico, 
patre,  provolvor,  te  non  dubitat  impetrare  audax  dolor 
per  accepta  olim  beneficia,  per  elTiuentes  lacr^'mas  ( 5c  hae 
mentiri  nefciunt)  perque  tuum  ifthunc  celeberrlmum 
candorem,  quem  imprudens  laefi,  folicitus  repeto  ut 
peccanti  ignofcas,  &  obliteres  crimen,  ut  non  folum  ad 
condifcipulorum  menfam,  fed  ad  magiftri  gratiam 
reilituatur,  favoris  tul  fludiofiffiraus,  IvL  P. 

CARMEN    DEPRECATORIUM 

AD         E     U     N    D     E     M, 

I  R  A  T  A  S  acuit  dum  Isfus  Apollo  faglttas, 

Negledas  renovat  moefta  Thalia  preces  ; 
Qualefcunc^ue  poteft  jejuno  promere  cantu  : 

Heu  mihi  non  eft  res  ingeniofa  fames  ! 
Grana  neges,  alacri  languet  vis  ignea  gallo, 

Deme  laboranti  pabula,  languet  equus. 
Latrantis  ftomachi  fterilis  nee  pafcis  hiatum 

Daphni,  nee  arentem  Caftalis  unda  fitim. 

Turn 
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Turn  bene  laiTatur  Flaccus  cum  dixerit  Ohe  ! 

Pieriafque  menim  nobilitavit  aquas. 
Jejuni  depreffa  jacet  vel  Mufa  Maronis, 

Flet  culicem  efurlens  qui  fatur  arma  canit. 
O  fi  MsEcenas  major  mihi  rifer.'t,  O  fi 

Fulgenti  folitum  regnet  in  ore  jubar, 
Cnmine  purgato  pie  poft  jejunia,  Mufa 

Inciperet  prosful  grandia,  teque  loqui, 

M,  P-  - 


"  DUM    BIBIMUS— 

"  OBREPIT  NON  INTELLECTA  SENECTUS,'* 

0  I  S  T  E  mere  bibulas  effufo  temporis  alas, 
^     Heftemumve  minax  coge  redire  diem  j 
Nil  facis  ;   ufque  volabit  inexorabilis  setas, 

Canitiemque  caput  fentiet  atque  rugas. 

1  brevis,  &  properans  in  funus  necte  corollas, 

M(;x  conflagi-ando  conde  Falerna  rogo. 

Clepfydra  Saturai  tua  nee  cr)-ftallina  diitant, 

Dum  motu  parili  vinum  &  arena  fluunt. 

Dum  loquor,  ecce  !   perit  redimitse  gloria  frontis, 
Dat  rofa  de  fertis  lapfa,  Memento  mori, 

Sed  tibi,  dum  noras  nimis  properare  puellas, 
Ut  citius  rumpat  l^amina,  Bacchus  adeft.. 

Dcllituit  caecum  fubito  fol  ebrius  orbem, 

Occafum  tremulo  narrat  adelTe  rubor.         M.  P. 

Vol.  XXXIV.  I  iieve8.en. 
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■REVEREKDO  IN   CHRISTO    PATRl 

T     H     O     M     iE        SPRAT, 

EPISCOPO     ROFFENSI,     &c. 

"T  TICIMUS,  exultans  faufto  crepat  omine  Dnphnis, 

^        Teftaturque  bonos  nuncia  fibra  Deos  ; 
Grandlus  eloqiiium  meditare,  Thalia,  patronum 

Quern  modo  laudafd,  nunc  venerare  patrem, 
Quis  putct  inceilis  volvl  fubtegrcina  Parcis  ? 

Quis  meritos  aequum  defiituiiTe  Jovem  ? 
Cum  virtute  tuurn  c«efcL!:  decus,  aucle  facerdos, 

Impatienfque  breves  {pernit  utrumque  modos. 
Qualiter  Elso  felix  In  pulvere  victor, 

Cui  femel  oraatas  lambit  oliva  comas, 
Sufpirans  partas  querltur  marccfcere  frondes^ 

Et  parat  elapfas  ad  nova  beila  rotas  : 
Sic  tibi  major  honos  veteres  protrudit  honores, 

Metaque  praeterits  laudis  origo  novse  efl : 
Phoebaese  juvenile  caput  cinxere  corollas, 

Palma  viri  decuit  tempora,  mitra  fenis.        M.  P. 

EPISTOLA  EODEM  TEMPORE  MISSA. 

CUM  voluntas  regia,  optimatum  confenfus,  bo- 
Tiovumque  ommium  ftudia  infulam  merenti  concef- 
ierlnt,  ignofcas,  pater  reverende,  quod  inter  communcm 

poj.uli 


^r    I    S   C    E   L    L   A   N   E   A.  115 

populi  plaufum  cliens  eo  minus  ad  enarrandum  fuf- 
iiciens  quo  beneficiis  plus  fuerim  devinctus,  &  tuos  in 
ccclefia  honores  &  ecclefiae  a  tuis  honoribus  felicitatem 
fellinet  gratulari,  favoris  tui  ftudiofiffimus,       M.  P. 


A    D 

FRANC.    EPISC.    ELIENSEM. 

T?  XORATA  boni  trlbuemnt  munera  Divi, 
-*-^     Patronique  novus  tempora  cingit  honos> 
Concedas  hilaris  repetltum  Mufa  laborem, 

Et  notum  celebres,  &  mihi  dulce  decus^ 
O  fi  te  canerem,  prasful  venerabilis,  O  fi 

Fiftula  cum  titulis  crefceret  aucla  tuis, 
JEque  turba  tibi  non  cederet  ima  cHentum, 

Cederet  ac  numeris  optima  Mufa  meis. 
Hoc  tamen  ut  meditor,  mihi  quid  nifi  vota  fuperfunt  ? 

Imbelles  humeros  nobile  lafiat  onus. 
Ergo  minor  virtus  cckbretur,  dum  tibi  praeful 

Quod  laudem  fuperes  gloria  major  erit. 

CUM  virtutes  tuas  unufquifque  collaudet  8c  honores 
gratuletur,  noftrae  V.  R.  audacize  ignofcat  tua  be- 
nignitas,  fi  minima  pollens  eloquentia,  ardentiffimo 
tamen  lludio  accenfus,  ad  cornmunem  populi  chorum 
adjungens  vocem,  cum  virum  optimum  turn  benig- 
niffimum  celebret  patronum,  qui,  tuis  maxime  devinctus 
beneficiis,  fummopere  conatur  merito  vocari 

Favoris  tui  ftudiofiffimus,  M.  P, 

I    2  <«  QJJ  I  C- 
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"  QJJ  I  C  QU  I  D    V  U  L  T,    V  A  L  D  E    V  U  L  T." 

TP\  U  M  tingit  Siculus  foils  ccelique  meatus, 
^-^     Aftra  polofque  tuos  quos  fibi  condit  habet. 
Nil  facit  inftantis  mortis  bellique  tumultus  j 

Ufque  fed  egregium  fedulus  urget  opus. 
Non  vacat  exiguse  curas  impendere  vitae ; 

Sat  fibi  curarum  Conditor  orbis  habet. 


COMITIS    EXONIENSIS   CRISTAM, 

TRITICI   7ASCEM    LEONIBUS   SUSTENTATUM. 
1689. 

Lemma,  *«  Suftentare  et  Debellare." 

DU  M  tibi  dat  fortes  Cybele  veneranda  leones, 
Flavaque  colledas  addit  Eleufis  opes  : 
Invidia  major,  viftoque  potentior  aevo, 

I  decus,  I  noftra  Ceciliana  domus. 
Sparge  inopi  fruges,  &  pelle  leonibus  hoftem  ; 

Copia  quid  valet  hinc,  quid  timer  inde,  refer. 
Pollens  muneribus  belli  vel  pacis,  habes,  quo 
Atque  homines  fuperes,  atque  imitere  Deos. 

EPITA^ 


I 
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E    P    I    T    A    P    H    I    U    M. 

M.  S.  Caroli  Montague, 

Honorabilis  Georgii  de  Horton  in  agro  Northantonlenfl 

Filius  natu  fextus, 

HenricI  Comitis  de  Manchefter  nepos, 

Scholias  Regis  Weilmonafterienfis  Alumnus, 

Collegi  S.  S.  Trinitatis  Cantabrigienfis  Socius. 

Literas  humaniores  feliciter  excoluit, 

Et  in  difpari  laiidis  genere  clarus, 

Inter  Poetas  pariter  ac  Oratores  Angles  excelluit : 

Magna  ingenii  indole  ; 

Bonarumque  artium  difciplinis  infcruclus. 

Ex  Academic  umbraciilis 

In  confpecium  hominum  prodiit, 

Literatorum  decus  &  prsefidiiim. 

Omni  dehinc  coi^itatione 

Communi  bono  promovendo  incuburt : 

Breviqiie  hunc  viriim, 

Sua  in  fenatu  folertia,  in  concilio  providentia. 

In  utroque,  juftitia,  fides,  audtoritas, 

Ad  gerendam  aerarii  cuiam  evexit : 

Ubi  laborantibus  iifci  rebus  opportune  fubveniens, 

Simul  monetam  argenteam 

Magno  Reipublicae  detrimento  imminutam 

De  novo  cudi  fecit ; 

Et  inter  abfolvendum  tantae  moHs  opus. 

Flagrante  etiam  bello, 

Impreflis  chartulis 

I  3  Pecu. 
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Pecuniarum  rationem  pretiumque  impertiit. 

His  mentis  &  patriae  &  principis  gi-atiam  confecutus, 

Familiam  fuam  diu  illuftrem,  illuftriorem  reddidit ; 

Baro  fcilicet,  deinde  Comes  de  Halifax  creatus, 

Ad  tres  Montacutani  iiominis  proceres  quartus  accelTit. 

Summo  denique  Perifcelidis  honore  ornatus, 

Publici  commodi  indefefTus  adhuc  confultpr. 

Media  inter  conamina,  otium  cum  digiiitate, 

Quod  defideravit,  &  m.eruit,  vix  tandem  aiTecutus  ; 

( Proh  brevem  humanai-um  rerum  fiduciam  ! ) 

Omnibus  bonis  flebilis  occidit, 

XIX  die  Maii,  Anno  Salutis  m.dcc.xv* 

-/Etatis  fuae  liv. 

Patnio  de  fe  optime  merenti, 

Et  bononim  &  honorum  h^res, 

Georgius  comes  de  Halifax.. 


EPITAPH. 

Here  lies  Sir  Thomas  Powys,  Knight  t 

As  to  his  Profeffion, 

In  accufing  cautious  ;  in  defending  vehement  ; 

In  aH  his  pleadings  fedate,  clear,  and  ftrong  ; 

In  all  his  decifions  unprejudic'd  and  equitable. 

He  lludied,  praclifed,  and  governed  the  Law 

In  fuch  a  manner,  that 

Nothing  equalled  his  knowledge,  except  his  eloquence  : 

Nothing  excelled  both,  except  his  juflice. 

As  to  his  Life> 

He 
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He  pofTeiTed,  by  a  natural  happinefs, 

All  thofe  civil  \-irtues  which  foi-m  the  gentleman  ; 

And  to  thefe,  by  divine  gcodnefs,  were  added 

That  fervent  zeal  and  extenfive  charity, 

Which  dillinguiili  the  perfecl  Chriftian  I 

The  tree  is  hnoiun  by  his  fruit. 

He  was  a  loving  huiband,  and  an  indulgent  father^ 

A  conllant  friend,  and  a  chai-itable  patron  ; 

Frequenting  the  devotions  of  the  church  ; 

Pleading  the  caufe,  and  relieving  the  neceluties,. 

of  the  poor. 

What  by  example  he  taught  throughout  his  life^ 

At  his  death  he  recommended  to  his  family  and  friends  r 

"  To  fear  God,  and  live  uprightly." 

Let  whoever  reads  this  flone> 

Be  wife,  and  be  inilructed. 
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T    O 

Mr.      C    O    N     G     R     E    V    E, 

ON    HIS     PLAYS     AND     POEMS. 

B   Y 
M  R.s.     ELIZABETH      TOLLET*. 

/^  ONGREVE !   the  juilell  glonr  of  our  age  ! 
^"^^  The  whole  Mcnander  of  the  Englifh  ftage  ! 
Tiiy  comic  Mufe,  in  each  complete  defign. 
Does  manly  fenfe  and  fprightly  v\it  combine. 
And  fare  the  Theatre  was  meant  a  fchool, 
To  lafh  the  vicious,  and  expofe  the  fool ; 
Tlie  wilful  fool,  whofe  wit  is  always  (liewn 
To  hit  another's  fault  and  mifs  his  own, 
Lauglis  at  himfelf,  when  by  thy  fkill  expreft. 
And  always  In  his  neighbour  finds  the  jeft. 
x\  fame  from  \iilgar  characters  to  raife 
Is  ever)'  Poet's  labour,  and  his  praife  : 
They,  fearful,  coaft ;  while  you  forfake  the  fhore, 
And  undifcover'd  worlds  of  wit  explore, 
Enrich  the  fcene  with  charafters  unknown, 
There  plant  your  colonies,  and  fix  your  throne 
Let  MaflcwelFs  treacheries  and  Touchwood's  rage 
Let  rugged  Ben,  and  Eorefight's  timorous  age, 
And  Heartwell's  fuHen  paffion,  grace  the  ilage. 


1 


*  Daughter  of  George  Toilet,  Efq.  \vho,  as  a  commlffioner  of 
the  navy,  had  a  Iwufe  in  the  Tower  in  the  reigns  of  King  William 
and  Queen  Anne.  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  honoured  both  him  and  his 
daughter  with  his  friendlhip,  and  was  much  pleafed  with  Ibme 
of  her  firft  effays. 

Then 
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Then  let  half-critics  veil  their  idle  fpite, 

For  he  knows  beft  to  rail,  who  worfl  can  wTite, 

i.et  jufter  fatire  now  employ  thy  pen. 

To  tax  the  vicious  on  the  world's  great  fcene ; 

There  the  Reformer's  praife  the  Poet  fhares. 

And  boldly  lafhes  whom  the  Zealot  fpares. 

Ye  Britifh  Fair  !   could  your  bright  eyes  refufc 
A  pitying  tear  to  grace  his  tragic  Mufe  ? 
Can  generous  Ofmyn  figh  beneath  his  chain, 
Or  the  diflrefs'd  Almeria  weep  in  vain  ? 
A  kindly  pity  ever}'  breaft  mull  move, 
For  injur'd  Virtue,  or  for  fuffering  Love. 
The  Nymphs  adorn  Paftora's  facred  tomb. 
And  mourn  the  lov'd  Amynta's  fhort-liv'd  bloom  i 
The  Learned  admire  the  Poet,  when  he  files 
To  trace  the  Theban  fwan  amid  the  fkies ; 
When  he  tranflates,  ft  ill  faithful  to  the  fenfe, 
Ke  copies  and  improves  each  excellence. 
Or  when  he  teaches  how  the  rich  and  great, 
And  all  but  deathlefs  Wit,  muft  yield  to  Fate  ; 
Or  when  he  fings  the  courfer's  rapid  fpeed. 
Or  Virtue's  loftier  praife,  and  nobler  deed  ; 
Each  \-anous  grace  embellifhes  his  fong, 
As  Horace  eafy,  and  as  Pindar  ftrong  j 
Pindar,  who  long  like  oracles  ador'd 
In  reverend  darknefs,  now  to  light  rellor'd. 
Shall  llamp  thy  current  wit,  and  feal  thy 
record. 


I 
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Mr.      C    O    N     G    R    E    V    E. 


TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

CHARLES     LORD      HALIFAX. 

np  O  you,  my  Lord,  my  Mufe  her  tribute  pays 

"*■     Of  various  verfe,  in  various  rude  eflays  ; 
To  you  fhe  firfl  addrefs'd  her  early  voice, 
By  inclination  led,  and  fix'd  by  choice  ; 
To  you,  on  whofe  indulgence  fhe  depends, 
Her  fev/  collefted  lays  fhe  now  commends. 

By  no  one  meafure  bound,  her  numbers  range. 
And,  unrefolv'd  in  choice,  delight  in  change  j 
Her  longs  to  no  diftinguifh'd  fame  afpire, 
For,  now,  fhe  tries  the  reed,  anon,  attempts  the  lyre: 

Vol.  XXXIV.  K  in 
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In  high  ParnafTiis  (he  no  birth-right  claims, 

Nor  drinks  deep  draughts  of  Hehconian  ftreams  : 

Yet  near  the  facred  mount  fhe  loves  to  rove, 

Vifits  the  Tprings,  and  hovers  round  the  grove. 

She  knows  what  dangers  wait  too  bold  a  flight. 

And  fears  to  fall  from  an  Icarian  height : 

Yet  fhe  admires  the  wing  that  fafely  foars, 

At  di fiance  follows,  and  its  track  adores. 

She  knows  what  room,  what  force,  the  fwan  requires, 

Wliofe  towering  head  above  the  clouds  afpires. 

And  knows  as  well,  it  is  3'our  lovreft  praife. 

Such  heights  to  reach  with  equal  ftrength  and  eafe. 

O  had  your  genius  been  to  leifure  born, 
And  not  more  bound  to  aid  us,  than  adorn  ! 
Albion  in  verfe  with  ancient  Greece  had  vy'd, 
And  gain'd  atone  a  fame,  which,  there,  feven  ftates 

divide. 
But  fuch,  ev'n  fuch  renown,  too  dear  had  coil, 
Had  we  the  patriot  in  the  poet  lofl. 
A  true  poetic  flate  we  had  deplor'd, 
Ilad  not  your  miniflry  our  coin  reflorM. 

But  flill,  my  Lord,  though  your  exalted  name 
Stands  forem.oil  in  the  fairell  lifl  of  fame, 
Though  your  ambition  ends  in  public  good 
(A  virtue  lineal  to  your  houfe  and  blood)  : 
Yet  think  not  meanly  of  your  other  praife, 
Nor  flight  the  trophies  which  the  Mufes  raife. 
How  oft  a  patriot's  bell-laid  fchemes  we  find 
By  party  crofs'd,  or  fadion  undermin'd  1 

If 
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If  he  fucceed,  he  undergoes  this  lot, 

The  good  receiv'd,  the  giver  Is  forgot. 

But  honours  which  from  verfe  their  fource  derive, 

Shall  both  furmount  detraciion,  and  furvive  : 

And  Poets  have  unqueflion'd  right  to  claim, 

If  not  the  greateft,  the  moil  lading  name. 

\V.  CONGREVE. 


THE 

MOURNING  ME'SE  OF  ALEXIS. 

A  PASTORAL. 

L  A  M  Z  N  T  I  .V  G     TdZ     DEATH     C? 

CL      U       E      E      N  MAR       Y. 

"  Infandum,  regina^  jubes  renovare  delorem." 

ViRG. 


ALEXIS,       M   E  X  A  L  C  A  S. 

M     E     N     A     L     C     A     S. 
"DEHOLD,  Alexis,  fee  this  gloomy  fiiade, 
■^  Which  feems  alone  for  forrow's  fhelter  made ; 
Where  no  glad  beams  of  light  can  ever  play. 
But  night  fucceediug  night  excludes  the  day, 

k  2  '       WTiere 
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"Where  never  birds  with  harmony  repair, 
And  h'ghtfome  notes,  to  cheer  the  dufky  air : 
To  welcome  day,  or  bid  the  Sun  farewel. 
By  morning  lark,  or  evening  Philomel. 

No  violet  here,  nor  daify,  e'er  was  feen  ; 
No  fweetly-budding  flower,  nor  fpringing  green  ; 
For  fragrant  myrtle,  and  the  bluihing  rofe, 
Here  baleful  eugh  with  deadly  C}-prefs  grows. 
Here  ther,  extended  on  this  wither'd  mofs. 
We'll  lie,  and  thou  (halt  fmg  of  Albion's  lofs, 
Of  Albion's  lofs,  and  of  Paftora's  death. 
Begin  thy  mournful  fong,  and  ralfe  thy  tuneful  breath. 

ALEXIS. 
.  Ah  woe  too  great !  Ah  theme  which  far  exceeds 
The  lowly  lays  of  humble  fhepherds  reeds  ! 

O  could  I  ling  in  verfe  of  equal  ftrain 
With  the  SiciHan  bard,  or  Mantuan  fwain  ; 
Or  meking  words  and  moving  numbers  choofe, 
Sweet  as  the  Britifh  Colin's  mourning  Mufe  ; 
Could  I,  like  him,  in  tuneful  grief  excel, 
And  mourn  like  Stella  for  her  Aftrofel ; 
Then  might  I  raife  my  voice  (fecure  of  Ikill), 
And  with  melodious  woe  the  valleys  fill ; 
The  iiftening  Echo  on  my  fong  fhould  wait, 
And  hollow  rocks  Paftora's  name  repeat ; 
Each  whiflhng  wind,  and  muraiuring  ftream  fhould  tell 
How  lov'd  .'ae  liv'd,  and  how  lamented  fell. 
I\I     E     N     A     L     C     A     S. 

Wert  thou  with  every  bay  and  laurel  crown 'd, 
And  high  as  Pan  himfelf  in  fong  renov/n'd  j 

Yet 
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Yet  would  not  all  thy  art  avail,  to  (how 
Verfe  worthy  of  her  name,  or  of  our  woe  : 
But  fuch  true  paflion  in  thy  face  appears, 
In  thy  pale  lips,  thick  lighs,  and  gufhing  tears  ; 
Such  tender  forrow  in  thy  heart  I  read, 
As  fliall  fupply  all  fi^IU,  if  not  exceed. 
Then  leave  this  common  line  of  dumb  diftref?. 
Each  N-ulgar^grief  can  fighs  and  tears  exprefs  ; 
In  fv.eet  complaining  notes  thy  pafiion  vent, 
And  not  in  fighs,  but  words  explaining  fighs,  lament. 
ALEXIS. 
Wild  be  my  words,  Menalcas,  vrild  my  thought, 
Artlefs  zs  nature's  notes  in  birds  untaught ; 
Boundlefs  my  verfe,  and  roving  be  my  firains, 
Various  as  flov/ers  on  unfrequented  plains. 
And  thou,  Thalia,  darling  of  my  breali. 
By  whom  infpir'd,  I  fung  at  Comus'  feall ; 
\^Tiile  in  a  ring,  the  joUy  rural  throng 
Have  fat  and  fmil'd  to  hear  my  cheerful  fong : 
Begou'j,  with  aU  thy  mirth  and  fprightly  lays. 
My  pipe  no  longer  nov/  thy  power  obeys ; 
Learn  to  lament,  my  Mufe,  to  weep,  and  mourn. 
Thy  fpringing  laurels  all  to  cyprefs  turn  ; 
Wound  with  thy  difmal  cries  the  tender  air. 
And  beat  thy  fnov^-y  breaft,  and  rend  thy  yellow  liair; 
Far  hence,  in  utmoft  wilds,  thy  dwelling  choofe, 
Begone,  Thalia ;  Sorrow  is  my  Mufe. 

I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  adorn. 

K  2        '  No 
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No  more  thefe  woods  (hall  with  her  fight  be  blefsM, 
Nor  with  her  feet,  thefe  flowery  plains  be  prefs*d  ; 
No  more  the  winds  Ihall  with  her  trefles  play, 
And  from  her  balmy  breath  Ileal  fweets  away ; 
No  more  thefe  rivers  cheerfully  faall  pafs, 
Pleas'd  to  reflect  the  beauties  of  her  face  ; 
While  on  their  banks  the  wondering  flocks  have  ftood. 
Greedy  of  fight,  and  ncghgent  of  food. 
No  more  the  nym.phs  (hall  with  foft  tales  delight 
Her  ears,  no  more  with  dances  pleafe  her  fight : 
Nor  ever  more  (hall  fwain  make  fong  of  mirth. 
To  blefs  the  joyous  day  that  gave  her  birth  ; 
Loft  is  that  day  which  had  from  her  its  light. 
For  ever  loft  with  her,  in  endlefs  night : 
In  endlefs  night  and  arms  of  death  ftie  lies. 
Death  in  eternal  fnades  has  ihut  Paftora's  eyes. 

Lament  ye  n)Tnphs,  and  mourn  ye  ^^Tetchedfwains; 
Stray  all  ye  flocks,  and  defart  be  ye  plains ; 
Sigh  all  ye  winds,  and  weep  ye  cryftal  floods  ; 
Fade  all  ye  flowers,  and  wither  all  ye  woods. 
I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  chffs  adorn. 

Within  a  difmal  grot,  which  damps  furround. 
All  cold  ftie  lies  upon  th'  unwholefome  ground  ; 
The  marble  weeps,  and  with  a  filent  pace. 
Its  trickling  tears  diftil  upon  her  face. 
Falfcly  ye  weep,  ye  rocks,  and  falfely  mourn  ; 
For  never  will  you  let  the  nymph  return  ! 
With  a  feign'd  grief  the  faithlefs  tomb  relents, 

And  like  the  crocodile  its  prey  laments. 

O  flic 
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O  fhe  w'^s  heavenly  fair,  in  face  and  mind  ! 
Kever  in  nature  were  fuch  beauties  join'd  : 
Without,  all  fhining  ;  and  within,  all  white  ; 
Pure  to  the  fenfe,  and  pleafmg  to  the  fight ; 
Like  fome  rare  flower,  whofe  lea^•es  all  colours  yield. 
And  opening  is  with  fweeteft  odours  fiU'd. 
As  lofty  pines  o'ertop  the  lowly  reed, 
So  did  her  graceful  height  all  nymphs  exceed  ; 
To  which  excelling  height,  fhe  bore  a  mind 
Humble,  as  ofiers  bending  to  the  wind. 

Thus  excellent  fhe  was 

Ah  wretched  fate  !  flie  was,  but  is  no  more  : 
Help  me,  ye  hills  and  valL'es,  to  deplore. 

I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn. 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cHffs  adorn. 
From  that  bleil  earth,  on  which  her  body  lies, 
^lay  blooming  flowers  with  fragrant  fweets  arife. 
Let  MyiTha  weeping  aromatic  gum. 
And  ever-hving  laurel,  fhade  her  tomb. 
Thither  let  all  th'  induilrious  bees  repair, 
Unlade  their  thighs  and  leave  their  honey  there  ; 
Thither  let  fairies  with  their  train  refort, 
Neglefl  their  revels  and  their  midnight  fport ; 
There  in  unufual  wailings  v/alle  the  night, 
And  watch  her  by  the  hery  glow-worm's  light. 
There  may  no  difmal  eugh  nor  cj'-prefs  grow,. 
Nor  holly-bufn,  nor  bitter  elder's  bough  ; 
Let  each  unlucky  bird  far  build  his  ned. 
And  diitant  dens  receive  each  howling  beafl  j, 
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Let  v.-olves  be  gone,  be  ravens  put  to  flight, 
With  hooting  owh,  and  bats  that  hate  the  light. 

But  let  the  iighing  doves  that  forrows  bring, 
And  nightingales  in  fvveec  complainings  fmg  ; 
Let  fwans  from  their  forfaken  rivers  fly. 
And,  fickening  at  her  tomb,  make  hafte  to  die, 
That  they  may  help  to  fmg  her  elegy. 
Let  'Echo  too,  in  mimic  moan  deplore, 
And  crv  with  me,  *'  Paftora  is  no  more  !" 

1  m.ourn  Pallora  der^d ;  let  Albion  moum. 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliiTs  adorn. 
And  fee  the  heavens  to  weep  in  dew  prepare, 
And  hea\-^.'  mJflis  obfcure  the  burden'd  air ; 
A  fudden  damp  o'er  all  the  plain  is  fpread. 
Each  lily  folds  its  leaves  and  hangs  its  head: 
On  every  tree  the  bloffom.s  turn  to  tears. 
And  ever}"  bough  a  weeping  moillure  bears. 
Their  wings  the  feather'd  air-y  people  droop. 
And  flocks  beneath  their  dewy  fleeces  (loop. 

The  rocks  are  cleft,  and  new-defcending  rills 
Furrow  the  brows  of  all  th'  impending  hills  : 
The  water-gods  to  floods  their  rivulets  turn, 
And  each,  with  flireaming  eyes,  fupplies  his  wanting  urn. 
The  fawns  forfake  the  woods,  the  nymphs  the  grove. 
And  round  the  plain  in  fad  difliraction  rove  ; 
In  prickly  brakes  their  tender  limbs  they  tear. 
And  leave  on  thorns  their  locks  of  golden  hair. 

With  their  fharp  nails,  themfelves  the  fatyrs  wound. 
And  tug  their  fliaggy  beards,  and  bite  with  grief  the 
ground. 

Lo 
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Lo  Pan  himMf  beneath  a  blafted  oak 
Dejected  lies,  his  pipe  in  pieces  broke. 
See  Pales  weeping  too,  in  wild  defpair, 
And  to  the  piercing  winds  her  bofom  bare. 

And  fee  yon  fading  myrtle,  where  appears 
The  queen  of  love,  all  bath'd  in  flowing  tears ; 
See  how  llie  \\Tings  her  hands,  and  beats  her  bread. 
And  tears  her  ufelr:fs  girdle  from  her  waifl : 
Hear  the  fad  murmurs  of  her  iighing  doves. 
For  grief  they  figh,  forgetful  of  their  loves. 

Lo,  Love  himfelf,  v/ith  heavy  woes  oppreft  ! 
See  how  his  forrows  fweli  his  tender  breail  ; 
His  bow  he  breaks,  and  wide  his  arrows  flings, 
And  folds  his  little  arms,  and  hangs  his  droopirg 

wings; 
Then  lays  his  limbs  upon  the  dying  grafs, 
And  ail  with  tears  bedews  his  beauteous  face, 
With  tears,  vs'hich  from  his  folded  lids  arife. 
And  even  Love  himfelf  has  v/eeping  eyes. 
All  nature  mourns ;  the  floods  and  rocks  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  "  Pallora  is  no  more  !" 

I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  clifls  adorn. 

The  rocks  can  melt,  and  air  in  mills  can  mourn. 
And  floods  can  weep,  and  vvinds  to  lighs  can  turn  ; 
The  birds,  in  fongs,  their  forrows  can  difclofe. 
And  nymphs  and  fwains,  in  words,  can  tell  their  woes. 
But,  oh  !  behold  that  deep  and  wild  defpair. 
Which  neither  winds  can  fliew,  nor  floods,  nor  air. 

Sec 
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See  the  great  fhepherd,  chief  of  all  the  fwains. 
Lord  of  thefe  woods,  and  wide-extended  plains, 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground,  and  clofe  to  earth  his  face. 
Scalding  with  tears  th'  already-faded  grafs  ; 
To  the  cold  clay  he  joins  his  throbbing  breaft. 
No  more  within  Paflora's  arms  to  reil ! 
No  more  !  for  thofe  once  foft  and  circling  arms 
Themfelves  are  clay,  and  cold  are  all  her  charms ; 
Cold  are  thofe  lips,  which  he  no  more  muil  kifs. 
And  cold  that  bofom,  once  all  downy  blifs  ; 
On  whofe  foft  pillows,  lull'd  in  fweet  delights. 
He  us'd  in  balmy  fleep  to  lofe  the  nights. 

Ah  !  where  is  all  that  love  and  fondnefs  fled  ? 
Ah !  where  is  all  that  tender  fweetnefs  laid  ? 
To  dull  mull  all  that  heaven  of  beauty  come  ! 
And  mull  Pallora  moulder  in  the  tomb  ! 
Ah,  death  !   more  fierce  and  unrelenting  far, 
Than  wildeil  wolves  or  favaofe  tiorers  are  : 
With  lambs  and  fhecp  their  hungers  are  appeas'd. 
But  ravenous  death  the  fhepherdefs  has  feiz'd. 
I  mourn  Pallora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn. 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  adorn. 

"  But  fee,  Menalcas,  where  a  fudden  light, 
*'  With  wonder  Hops  my  fong,  and  llrikes  my  fight  I 
*'  And  where  Pallora  lies,  it  fpreads  around, 
**  Shewing  all  radiant  bright  the  facred  ground. 
**  "While  from  her  tomb,  behold,  a  flame  afcends 
"  Of  whiteH  fire,  whofe  flight  to  heaven  extends  ! 
*'  On  flaking  wings  it  mounts,  and  quick  as  fight 
**  Cuts  through  the  yielding  air  with  rays  of  light ; 

2  "  Till 
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*'  Till  the  blue  firmament  at  laft  it  gains, 

"  And,  fixing  there,  a  glorious  liar  remains :" 

Faired  it  fhines  of  all  that  light  the  ikies. 
As  once  on  earth  were  feen  Pafiora's  eyes. 


TO       THE 

KING, 

ON     THE      TAKING     OF     N  A  M  U  R. 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 

**  Praefenti  tibi  matures  largimur  honores  : 
*'  Nil  orirurum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fatentes," 

Her.  ad  Auguftum. 


/~\  F  arms  and  war  my  Mufe  afpires  to  fing, 
^■'^   And  ftrike  the  lyre  upon  an  untryM  ilring  : 
New  fire  informs  my  foul,  unfelt  before  ; 
And,  on  new  wings,  to  heights  unknown  I  foar. 
O  power  unfeen  !   by  whofe  refilllefs  force 
Compell'd,  I  take  this  flight,  direct  my  courfe  ; 
For  fancy  wild  and  pathlefs  ways  will  choofe, 
Which  judgment  rarely,  or  with  pain,  purfues  : 

Say, 
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Say,  facred  nymph,  whence  this  great  change  proceeds, 
Why  fcoms  the  lowly  fwain  his  oaten  reeds  ; 
Daring  aloud  to  ftrike  the  founding  lyre. 

And  fing  heroic  deeds  ; 
Neglecting  flames  of  love,  for  martial  fire  ? 

II. 

William,  alone,  my  feeble  voice  can  raife  ; 

What  voice  fo  vreak,  that  cannot  fing  his  praifc ! 

The  liitening  world  each  whifper  will  befriend  ! 

That  breathes  his  name,  and  eveiy  ear  attend. 
The  hovering  winds  on  downy  wings  fhall  wait  around. 
And  catch,  and  waft  to  foreign  lands,  the  flying  found. 
Ev'n  I  will  in  his  praife  be  heard  ; 

For  by  his  name  my  verfe  fhall  be  preferr'd. 

Borne  hke  a  lark  upon  this  eagle's  v/ing. 

High  as  the  fpheres,  I  will  his  triumph  fing  ; 
Kigh  as  the  head  of  Fame  ;  Fame,  whofe  exalted  fize 
From  the  deep  vale  extends  up  to  the  vaulted  fkies  : 

A  thoufand  talking  tongues  the  monfl:er  bears, 
A  thoufand  waking  eyes  and  ever-open  ears  ; 

Hourly  fhe  ftalks  with  huge  gigantic  pace, 
Meafuring  the  globe,  like  time,  with  confl:ant  race: 

Yet  fnall  fhe  flay,  and  bend  to  ^Villiam's  praife  : 
Of  him  her  thoufand  ears  fhall  hear  triumphant  lays. 
Of  him  her  tongue  fhall  talk,  on  him  her  eyes  fnall 
gaze. 

III. 

But  lo,  a  change,  aflonifliing  my  eyes ! 

And  all  arvjund,  behold,  nev/  objcCls  rife  ! 

A\Tiat 
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What  forms  are  thefe  I  fee  ?  and  whence  ? 
Beings  fubftantial !  or  does  air  condenfe. 
To  clothe  in  vifionary  fliape  my  various  thought  ? 
Are  thefe  by  fancy  wrought ! 
Can  ftrong  ideas  ftrike  fo  deep  the  fenfe  ? 
O  facred  poefy  !   O  boundlefs  power  ! 
What  wonders  doPc  thou  trace,  what  hidden  worlds 
explore ! 
Through  feas,  earth,  air,  and  the  wide-circling  fl<y. 
What  is  not  fought  and  feen  by  thy  all-piercing  eye  ! 

IV. 
^Twas  now,  when  flowery  lawns  the  profpect  made, 
And  flowing  brooks  beneath  a  forefl:'s  ftiade  ; 
A  lowing  heifer,  loveliefl  of  the  herd. 
Stood  feeding  by;  while  two  fierce  bulls  prepar'd 
Their  armed  heads  for  fight ;  by  fate  of  war  to  prove 
The  vidlor  worthy  of  the  fair-one's  love. 
Unthought  prefage  of  what  met  next  my  view  1 

For  foon  the  (hady  fcene  withdrew : 
And  novt',for  woods,and  fields,  and  fpringing  flowers. 
Behold  a  town  arife,  bulwark'd  with  walls,  and  lofty 
towers  ! 
Two  rival  armies  all  the  plain  o'erfpread, 
Each  in  battalia  rang'd,  and  fliining  arms  array'd : 
With  eager  eyes  beholding  both  from  far 
Nam.ur,  the  prize  and  miilrefs  of  the  war. 

V. 
Now,  thirfl:  of  conqueft,  and  immortal  fame. 
Does  every  chief  and  foldier's  heart  inflame. 

Defenfjvc 
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Defenfive  arms  the  Gallic  forces  bear, 
Willie  hardy  Britons  for  the  llorm  prepare  : 
For  fortune  had,  with  partial  hand,  before 
Refign'd  the  nile  to  Gallia's  power. 

High  on  a  rock  tne  mighty  fortrefs  Hands, 

Founded  by  Fate,  and  wTought  by  Nature's  hands. 

A  wondrous  tafk  it  is  th'  afcent  to  gain, 

Through  craggy  cHffs,  that  ftrike  the  fight  with  pain, 
And  nod  impending  terrors  o'er  the  plain. 

To  tills,  what  dangers  men  can  add,  by  force  or  fldll 
(And  great  is  human  force  and  wit  in  ill). 

Are  |oin'd ;  on  even,-  fide  wide-gaping  engines  wait, 
Teeming  with  fire,  and  big  with  certain  fate  ; 
Ready  to  hurl  deftruction  from  above, 
In  dreadful  roar,  mocking  the  wrath  of  Jove. 

Thus  fearful  does  the  face  of  adverfe  power  appear  ; 
But  Britifh  forces  are  unus'd  to  fear : 

Though  thus  oppos'd  they  might,  if   William  were 
not  there. 

VI. 

But  hark,  the  voice  of  war  !  behold  the  llorm  begin  ! 
The  trumpet's  clangor  fpeaks  in  loud  alarms. 

Mingling  fnriU  notes,  with  dreadful  din 
Of  cannons  buril,  and  rattling  clafh  of  arms. 

Clamours  from  earth  to  heaven,  from  heaven  to  earth 
rebound, 
r)iftin£lion  in  promifcuous  noife  is  drown'd. 
And  Echo  loll  in  one  continued  found. 
Torrents  of  fire  from  brazen  mouths  are  fent, 
Fullow'd  by  peals,  as  if  each  pole  were  rent ; 

Such 


ON    THE    TAKING    OF.  NAMUR.  143 

Such  flames  the  gulf  of  Tartarus  difgorge, 
So  vaulted  JElno.  roars  from  Vulcan's  forge  ; 
Such  were  the  peals  from  thence,  fuch  the  vail  blaze 
that  broke, 
Reddening  with  homd  gloom  the  dufl<:y  fmoke, 
When  the  huge  Cycl«ps  did  with  moulding  thunder 

fweat, 
And  maiiive  bolts  on  repercuffive  anvils  beat. 

VII. 

Amidfi  this  rage,  behold,  where  William  ftands, 
Undaunted,  undifmay'd  ! 
With  face  ferene,  difpenfmg  dread  commands ; 
Which,  heard  with  awe,  are  with  delight  obey'd. 
A  thoufand  fiery  deaths  around  him  fly ; 
And  burning  balls  hifs  harmlefs  by  : 
For  ev'ry  fire  his  facred  head  m.ufl  fpare. 
Nor  dares  the  lightning  touch  the  laurels  there. 

VIII. 

Now  many  a  wounded  Biiton  feels  the  rage 
Of  miflive  iires  that  fefi:er  in  each  hmb, 
V/liich  dire  revenge  alone  has  power  t'  aflTuage ; 
Revenge  makes  danger  dreadlefs  feem. 
And  now,  with  defperate  force,  and  frefh  attack, 
Through  obvious  deaths,  refiftlefs  way  they  make ; 
Raifing  high  piles  of  earth,  and  heap  on  heap  they  lay, 
And  then  afcend  ;  refembhng  thus  (as  far 
As  race  of  men  inferior  may) 
The  fam'd  gigantic  war, 
Wlien  thofe  tall  fons  of  earth  did  heaven  afpire  ; 
(A  brave,  but  impious  fire  !) 

Uprooting 
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Uprooting  hills,  with  mofl  ftupendous  hale, 
To  form  the  high  and  dreadful  fcale. 
The  gods,  with  horror  and  amaze,  look'd  down, 
Beholding  rocks  from  their  firm  bufis  rent ; 
Mountain  on  mountain  thrown, 
With  threatening   hurl,  that  fhook   th'  aerial  iirma.- 
ment! 
Th'  attempt  did  fear  in  heaven  create  ; 
Even  Jove  defponding  fate, 
Till  Mars,  w-ith  ail  his  force  collected,  flood, 
And  pour'd  whole  war  on  the  rebellious  brood  ; 
Who,  tumbling  headlong  from  th'  empyreal  lilies, 
O'ei-whelm'd  thofe  hills,  by  which  they  thought  to 
rife. 
Mars  on  the  gods  did  then  his  aid  beftow. 
And  now  in  godlike  William  florms  with  equal  force 
below. 

IX. 

Still  they  proceed,  v.-ith  firm  unfhaken  pace, 

And  hardy  breafis  oppos'd  to  danger's  face. 

With  daring  feet,  on  fpringing  mines  they  tread 

Of  fecret  fulphur,  in  dire  ambufli  laid. 
Still  they  proceed  ;  though  all  beneath,  the  labouring 
earth 

Trembles  to  give  the  dread  irruptions  birth. 
Through  this,  through  more,  tli rough  all  they  go. 

Mounting  at  lad  amidft  the  vanquilh'd  foe. 
See,  how  they  climb,  and  fcale  the  fteepy  walls  ! 
See,  how  the  Britons  rife  !  fee  the  retiring  Gauls ! 

No\T 
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Now  from  the  fort,  behold,  the  yielding  flag  is  fpread. 
And  William's  banner  on  the  breach  difplay'd. 

X. 

Hark,  the  triumphant  fhouts  from  every  voice ! 
The  &ies  with  acclamations  ring  ! 
Hark,  how  around,  the  hiUs  rejoice, 
And  rocks  reflected  los  fmg  ! 
Hautboys  and  fifes  and  trumpets  join'd 

Heroic  harmony  prepare,. 
And  charm  to  lilence  ever}-  wind. 

And  glad  the  late-tormented  air. 
Far  is  the  found  of  martial  mufic  fpread, 
Echoing  through  all  the  Gallic  hod, 
Whofe    numerous   troops  the  dreadful    ftorm  fur- 

vey'd : 
But  they,  with  wonder  or  with  awe  difmay'd, 
Unmov'd  beheld  the  fortrefs  lod. 
William,  their  numerous  troops  with  terror  fill'd. 
Such  wondrous  charms  can  godlike  valour  fhow ! 
Not  the  wing'd  Perfeus,  with  petrinc  fliield 
Gf  Gorgon's  head,  to  more  amazement  charm'd  his  foe, . 
Nor,  when  on  foaring  horfe  he  flew,  to  aid 
And  fave  from  monfler's  rage  the  beauteous  maid  ; 
Or  more  heroic  was  the  deed  ; 
Or  Hie  to  furer  chains  deci'eed, 
Than  was  Namur,  till  now  by  William  freed. 

XL 
Defeend,  my  Mufe,  from  thy  too-daring  height, 
Defcend  to  earth,  aad  eafe  thy  wide-ftretch'd  wing ; 
Vol.  XXXIV.  L  For 
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For  weary  art  thou  grown  of  this  unwonted  flight, 
And  doft  with  pain  of  triumphs  fing. 
More  fit  for  thee,  refume  thy  rural  reeds  ; 
For  war  let  more  harmonious  harps  be  ftrung  : 
Sing  thou  of  love,  and  leave  great  William's  deeds 

To  him  who  fung  the  Boy  ne  ;  or  him  to  whom  he  fung. 


THE 

BIRTH     OF    THE    MUSE. 

TO    THE     RIGHT     HONOURABLE 

CHARLES     LORD      HALIFAX, 

**  Dignum  laude  vimm  Mufa  vetat  mori." — H  O  R. 

T"\ESCEND,  celeflial  Mufe!  thy  fon  infpire 

"*^   Of  thee  to  fing  ;  infiife  thy  holy  fire. 

Belov'd  of  gods  and  men,  thyfelf  difclofe  ; 

Say,  from  what  fource  thy  heavenly  power  arofe, 

Which,  from  unnumber'd  years  delivering  down 

The  deeds  of  heroes  deathlefs  in  renown, 

Extends  their  life  and  fame  to  ages  yet  unknot 

Time  and  the  Mufe  fet  forth  with  equal  pace  ; 

At  once  the  rivals  ftarted  to  the  race  ; 

And  both  at  once  the  deflin'd  courfe  fhall  end. 

Or  both  to  all  eternity  contend. 

One  to  preferve  what  t'  other  cannot  fave, 

A.nd  refcue  virtue  rifing  from  the  grave. 


,vn        ■> 

)wn.     J 
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To  thee,  O  Montague,  thefe  ftralns  are  fung, 

For  thee  my  voice  is  tun'd,  and  fpeaking  lyre  is  ftrung  ; 

For  every  grace  of  every  Mufe  is  thine; 

In  thee  their  various  fires  united  fhine, 

Darling  of  Phoebus  and  the  tuneful  Nine  ! 

To  thee  alone  I  dare  my  fong  commend, 

Whofe  nature  can  forgive,  and  power  defend, 

And  fhew  by  turns  the  patron  and  the  friend. 

Begin,  my  Mufe,  from  Jove  derive  thy  fong, 

Thy  fong  of  right  does  firft  to  Jove  belong  ; 

For  thou  thyfelf  art  of  celeftial  feed. 

Nor  dare  a  fire  inferior  boail  the  breed. 

When  firlt  the  frame  of  this  vaft  ball  was  made. 

And  Jove  with  joy  tlie  finifn'd  v^'-ork  furvey'd  ; 

Vicifiitude  of  things,  of  men  and  ftates. 

Their  rife  and  fall,  were  deftin'd  by  the  Fates, 

Then  Time  had  firfl  a  name  ;  by  firm  decree 

Appointed  lord  of  aU  futurity, 

Within  whofe  ample  bofom  Fates  repofe 

Caufes  of  things,  and  fecret  feeds  inclofe, 

AVhich,  ripening  there,  fhall  one  day  gain  a  birth| 

And  force  a  palfiige  through  the  teeming  earth* 

To  him  they  give  to  rule  the  fpacious  light. 

And  bound  the  yet  unparted  day  and  night ; 

To  wing  the  hours  that  whirl  the  rolling  fphere. 

To  fhift  the  feafons,  and  conduct  the  year, 

Duration  of  dominion  and  of  power 

To  him  prefcribe,  and  fix  each  fated  hour. 

This  mighty  rule  to  Time  the  Fates  ordain. 

But  yet  to  hard  conditions  bind  his  reign  ; 

L  2  For 
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For  every  beauteous  birth  he  brings  to  hght, 

(How  good  foe'er  and  grateful  in  his  fight,) 

He  muil  again. to  native  earth  reftore. 

And  all  his  race  with  iron  teeth  devour. 

Nor  good  nor  great  fnall  'fcape  his  hungry  maw, 

But  bleeding  Nature  prove  the  rigid  law. 

Not  yet  the  loofen'd  earth  aloft  was  flung^ 
Ot  pois'd  amid  the  fides  in  balance  hung  j 
Nor  yet  did  golden  fires  the  fun  adorn, 
Or  bon-ow'd  luflre  filver  Cynthia's  horn  ; 
Nor  yet  had  Time  commiffion  to  begin. 
Or  Fate  the  many  t'^niled  web  to  fpin  ; 
"When  all  the  heavenly  hofl  alTembled  came 
To  view  the  world  yet  refting  on  its  frame  ; 
Eager  they  preii,  to  fee  the  fire  difmifs 
And  roll  the  globe  along  the  vaft  abyfs. 

"WHien  deep  revolving  thoughts  the  God  retain. 
Which  for  a  fpace  fufpend  the  promis'd  fcene  ; 
Once  more  his  eyes  on  Time  intentive  look, 
Again  infped  Fate's  univerfal  book  : 
Abroad  the  wondrous  volrnne  he  difplays, 
And  prefent  views  the  deeds  of  future  days* 

A  beauteous  fcene  adorns  the  foremoft  page, 
\\Tiere  Nature's  bloom  prefents  the  golden  age. 
The  golden  leaf  to  filver  foon  refigns, 
And  fair  the  fheet,  but  yet  more  faintly,  fhines. 
Of  bafer  brafs,  the  next  denotes  the  times  ; 
An  impious  page,  deform'd  with  deadly  crimes. 
The  fourth  yet  wears  a  worfe  and  browner  face. 
And  adds  to  gloomy  days  an  iron  race. 

He 
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He  turns  the  book,  and  every  age  reviews. 
Then  all  the  kingly  line  his  eye  purfues : 
The  firft  of  men,  and  lords  of  earth  defign'd, 
V/lio  under  him  fhould  govern  human-kind. 
Of  future  heroes,  there,  the  hves  he  reads, 
In  fearch  of  glory  fpent,  and  godlike  deeds  ; 
\Vho  empires  found,  and  goodly  cities  build. 
And  favage  men  compel  to  leave  the  field. 

All  this  he  faw,  and  all  he  faw  approv'd  ; 
\Vhen  lo  !  but  thence  a  narrow  fpace  remov'd, 
And  hungr)'  Time  has  all  the  fcene  defac'd. 
The  kings  deftroy'd,  and  laid  the  kingdoms  waile  ; 
Together  all  in  common  ruins  lie. 
And  but  anon,  and  ev'n  the  ruins  die. 
Th'  Almighty,  inly  touch'd,  compaffion  found. 
To  fee  great  actions  in  oblivion  drown'd ; 
And  forward  fearch'd  the  roll,  to  find  if  Fate 
Had  no  refen-e  to  fpare  the  good  and  great. 
Bright  in  his  view  the  Trojan  heroes  (hine. 
And  Ilian  llruclures  rais'd  by  hands  divine  ; 
But  Ilium  foon  in  native  dull  is  laid, 
And  all  her  boafted  pile  a  ruin  made  : 
Nor  great  ^neas  can  her  fail  withftand. 
But  flies,  to  fave  his  gods,  to  foreign  land. 
The  Roman  race  fucceed  the  Dardan  ftate. 
And  firfl,  and  fecond  Casfar,  godlike  great. 
Still  on  to  after-days  his  eyes  defcend, 
And  rifing  heroes  flill  the  fearch  attend. 
Proceeding  thus,  he  many  empires  pafs'd  ; 
When  fair  Britannia  fix'd  his  fight  at  laftt 

L  3  Above 
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Above  tlie  waves  /he  lifts  her  filver  head. 
And  looks  a  Venns  born  from  Ocean's  bed. 
For  rolling  years,  her  happy  fortunes  fmlle. 
And  Fates  propitious  blefs  the  beauteous  ifle  ; 
To  worlds  remote  fhe  wide  extends  her  reign. 
And  wields  the  trident  of  the  Itormy  main. 
Thus  on  the  bafe  of  empire  firm  fhe  Hands, 
While  bright  Eliza  rules  the  willing  lands. 

But  foon  a  lowering  fky  comes  on  apace. 
And  fate  revers'd  fhcws  an  ill-omen'd  face. 
The  void  of  heaven  a  gloomy  horror  fills. 
And  cloudy  veils  involve  her  mining  hills  ; 
Of  greatnefs  pafs'd  no  footfteps  fhe  retains, 
Sunk  in  a  feries  of  inglorious  reigns. 
She  feels  the  change,  and  deep  regrets  the  fhame 
Of  honours  loft,  and  her  diminifh'd  name  : 
Confcious,  fhe  feeks  from  day  to  flirowd  her  head. 
And  glad  would  fhrink  beneath  her  oozy  bed. 
Thus  far,  the  facred  leaves  Britannia's  woes 
In  fhady  draughts  and  duflcy  lines  difclofe. 
Th'  enfuing  fcene  revolves  a  martial  age. 
And  ardent  colours  gild  the  glowing  page. 

Behold  !   of  radiant  light  an  orb  arife, 
Which,  kindling  day,  reftores  the  darken'd  fides  : 
And  fee  !  on  feas  the  beamy  ball  defcends, 
And  now  its  courfe  to  fair  Britannia  bends : 
Along  the  foamy  main  the  billows  bear 
The  floating  fire,  and  waft  the  fhining  fphere. 
Hail,  happy  omen  !  Hail,  aufpicious  fight ! 
Thou  glorious  guide  to  yet  a  greater  light. 

2  For 
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For  fee  a  prince,  whom  dazzling  arms  array, 
Purfuing  clofely,  plows  the  wateiy  way, 
Tracing  the  glory  through  the  flaming  fea. 

Britannia,  rife  ;  awake,  O  faireft  ifle. 
From  iron  fleep  ;  again  thy  fortunes  fmile. 
Once  more  look  up,  the  mighty  man  behold, 
Whofe  reign  renews  the  former  age  of  gold. 
The  Fates  at  length  the  bUfsful  web  have  fpun, 
And  bid  it  round  in  endlefs  circles  run. 
Again  fhall  diftant  lands  confefs  thy  fway, 
Again  the  watery  world  thy  rule  obey ; 
Again  thy  martial  fons  fhall  thirli  for  fame. 
And  win  in  foreign  fields  a  deathlefs  name  ; 
For  William's  genius  ever)-  foul  infpires, 
And  warms  the  frozen  youth  with  warlike  fires. 
Already,  fee,  the  hoftile  troops  retreat. 
And  feem  forewarned  of  their  impending  fate. 
Already  routed  foes  his  fury  feel, 
And  fly  the  force  of  his  unerring  fteel.  - 
The  haughty  Gaul,  who  well,  till  now,  might  boalt 
A  matchlefs  fword  and  unrefiiled  hoft, 
At  his  forefeen  approach  the  field  forfakes ; 
His  cities  tremble,  and  his  empire  fhakes. 
His  towering  enfigns  long  had  aw'd  the  plain, 
And  fleets  audacioufly  ufurp'd  the  main  ; 
A  gathering  ftorm  he  feem'd,  which  from  afar 
Teem'd  with  a  deluge  of  deftruftive  war, 
Till  William's  llronger  genius  foar'd  above. 
And  down  the  flvies  the  daring  temped  drove. 

L  4  So 
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So  from  the  radiant  fun  retires  the  night, 

And  weftern  clouds  fiiot  through  \\-ith  orient  h'ght. 

So  when  th*  afTuming  god,  whom  ftorms  obey, 

To  all  the  warring  winds  at  once  gives  way, 

The  frantic  brethren  ravage  all  around. 

And  rocks,  and  woods,  and  fhores,  their  rage  refound  ; 

Incumbent  o'er  the  main,  at  length  they  fweep 

The  liquid  plains,  and  raife  the  peaceful  deep. 

But  when  fuperior  Neptune  leaves  his  bed. 

His  trident  fhakes,  and  (hews  his  awful  head  -, 

The  madding  winds  are  hu(h'd,  the  tempefts  ceafe^ 

And  every  rolling  furge  refides  in  peace. 

And  now  the  facred  leaf  a  landflcip  wears, 
'Wliere  heaven  ferene,  and  air  unmov'd,  appears. 
The  rofe  and  lily  paint  the  verdant  plains, 
And  palm  and  olive  (hade  the  fylvan  fcenes. 
The  peaceful  Thames  beneath  his  banks  abides, 
And  foft,  and  ftill,  the  filver  furface  glides. 
The  Zephyrs  fan  the  fields,  the  whifpering  breeze 
With  fi-agrant  breath  remurmurs  through  the  trees. 
The  warbling  birds,  applauding  new-born  light, 
In  wanton  meafures  wing  their  airy  flight. 
Above  the  floods  the  finny  race  repair. 
And  bound  aloft,  and  baflc  in  upper  air ; 
They  gild  their  fcaly  backs  in  Phcebus'  beams, 
And  fcorn  to  Ikim  the  level  of  the  fl:reams. 
Whole  Nature  wears  a  gay  and  joyous  face, 
And  blooms  and  ripens  with  the  fruits  of  peace. 

No  more  the  laboirring  hind  regrets  his  toil, 
£ut  cheerfully  manures  the  grateful  foil  j 

Secure 


THE   ^IRTH    OF    THE    MUSE.     155 

Secure  the  glebe  a  plenteous  crop  will  yield, 
And  golden  Ceres  grace  the  waving  field. 
Th'  adventurous  man,  who  durft  the  deep  explore^ 
Oppofe  the  windo,  and  tempt  the  fhelfy  fhore, 
Beneath  his  roof  now  taftes  unbroken  reft, 
Enough  with  native  wealth  and  plenty  bleft. 

No  m^ore  the  forward  youth  purfues  alarms. 
Nor  leaves  the  facred  arts  for  ftubbom  arms. 
No  more  the  mothers  from  their  hopes  are  torn, 
Nor  v%'eeping  maids  the  promis'd  lover  mourn. 
No  more  the  widows'  fhrieks,  and  orphans'  cnes. 
Torment  the  patient  air,  and  pierce  the  Ikies  ; 
But  peaceful  joys  the  profperou^  times  afford. 
And  banifh'd  virtue  is  again  reftor'd. 
And  he  whofe  arms  alone  fuftain'd  the  toil. 
And  propp'd  the  nodding  frame  of  Britain's  ifle  ; 
By  whole  illuftrious  deeds,  her  leaders  fir'd, 
Have  honours  loft  retriev'd,  and  new  acquir'd, 
With  equal  fway  will  virtue's  laws  maintain, 
And  good,  as  great,  in  awful  peace  fhall  reign  ; 
For  his  example  ftill  the  rule  ftiall  give. 
And  thofe  it  taught  to  conquer,  teach  to  live. 

Proceeding  on,  the  Father  ftill  unfolds 
Succeeding  leaves,  and  brighter  ftill  beholds  ; 
The  lateft  feen  the  faireft  feems  to  ftiine, 
Yet  fudden  does  to  one  more  fair  refign. 

Th'  Eternal  paus'd 

Nor  would  Britannia's  fate  beyond  explore  5 
Enough  he  faw  befides  the  coming  ftore. 

Enough 
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Enough  the  hero  had  already  done. 
And  round  the  wide  extent  of  glory  run  : 
Kor  further  now  the  fhining  path  purfues. 
But  like  the  fun  the  fame  bright  race  renews. 

And  fhall  remorfelefs  Fates  on  him  have  power  I 
Or  Time  unequally  fuch  worth  devour  ! 
Then,  wherefore  fhall  the  brave  for  fame  contefl : 
Why  is  this  man  diilinguifh'd  from  the  reft  ? 
Whofe  fearing  genius  now  fublime  afpires. 
And  deathlefs  fame  the  due  re'v^-ard  requires. 
Approving  Heaven  th'  exalted  virtue  views, 
Nor  can  the  claim  which  it  approves  refufe. 

The  great  Creator  foon  the  grant  refolves. 
And  In  his  mighty  mind  the  means  revolves. 
He  thought  ;  nor  doubted  once  again  to  choofe, 
But  fpake  the  word,  and  made  th'  immortal  Mufe. 
Ne'er  did  his  power  produce  fo  bright  a  child, 
On  whofe  creation  infant  Nature  fmil'd. 
Perfect  at  firft,  a  finifh'd  form  ihe  wears. 
And  youth  perpetual  in  her  face  appears. 
Th'  affembled  gods,  who  long  expediting  ftaid, 
With  new  delight  gaze  on  the  lovely  maid, 
And  think  the  wifh'd-for  world  was  well  delay'd. 
Nor  did  the  lire  himfelf  his  joy  difguife. 
But  ftedfaft  view'd,  and  fix'd,  and  fed  his  eyes : 
Intent  a  fpace,  at  length  he  fJence  broke. 
And  thus  the  god  the  heavenly  fair  befpoke. 

"  To  thee,  immortal  Maid,  from  this  blefs'd  hour, 
•*  O'er  Time  and  Fame,  I  give  unbounded  power. 

*'  Thou 


} 
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**  Thou  from  oblivion  {halt  the  hero  fave ; 

**  Shalt  rife,  revive,  immortalize  the  brave. 

**  To  thee,  the  Dardan  Prince  (hall  owe  his  fame  j— « 

**  To  thee,  the  Caefars  their  eternal  name. 

**  Eliza,  fung  by  thee,  with  Fate  fhall  ftrive, 

*'  And  long  as  Time  in  facred  vcrfe  furvive. 

**  And  yet,  O  Mufe,  remains  the  nobleiT:  theme; 

*'  The  firll  of  men,  mature  for  endlefs  fame, 

"  Thy  future  fongs  fhall  grace,  and  all  thy  lays, 

*'  Thenceforth,  alone  fhall  wait  on  William's  praife. 

**  On  his  heroic  deeds  thy  verfc  fhall  rife  ; 

"  Thou  fhalt  diffufe  the  iires  that  he  fupplies. 

*'  Through  him  thy  fongs  fhall  more  fublime  afpire  ; 

"  And  he,  through  them,  fhall  deathlefs  fame  acquire: 

**  Nor  Time  nor  Fate  his  glory  fhall  oppofe, 

"  Or  blafl  the  monuments  the  Mufe  beftows." 

This  faid  ;  no  more  remain'd.     Th'  ethereal  hofl 
Again  impatient  crowd  the  cr^'ftal  coafl. 
The  Father,  now,  within  his  fpacious  hands, 
Encompafs'd  all  the  mingled  mafs  of  fcas  and  lands  ; 
And,  having  heav'd  aloft  the  ponderous  fphere. 
He  launch'd  the  world  to  float  in  ambient  air. 
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O    N 

MRS.  ARABELLA  HUNT,   SINGING. 

IRREGULAR     ODE. 

1. 

T    ET  all  be  hufn'd,  each  fofteil  motion  ceafe, 
-*-^  Be  every  loud  tumultuous  thought  at  peace. 

And  every  ruder  gafp  of  breath 

Be  calm,  as  in  the  arms  of  death. 
And  thou,  mofi  fickle,  moft  uneafy  part, 
Thou  reillefs  wanderer,  my  heart, 

Be  Hill ;  gently,  ah  leave. 

Thou  bufy,  idle  thing,  to  heave. 

Stir  not  a  pulfe  ;  and  let  my  blood. 

That  turbulent,  unruly  flood, 
Be  foftly  fiay'd  : 
Let  me  be  all,  but  my  attention,  dead. 
Go,  reft,  unnecefTary  fprings  of  life, 

Leave  your  officious  toil  and  ftrife  ; 
Eor  I  would  hear  her  voice,  and  try 
If  it  be  pofiible  to  die. 

IL 

<rome,  all  ye  love-fick  maids  and  wounded  fwains. 

And  liften  to  her  healing  {trains. 
A  wondrous  balm  between  her  lips  fhe  v>-ears, 

Of  fovereign  force  to  foften  cares  j 

And 


ON    MRS.    HUNT,    SINGING.        157 

And  this  through  every  ear  fhe  can  impart 
(By  tuneful  breath  difFus'd)  to  every  heart. 
Swiftly  the  gentle  charmer  flies, 
And  to  the  tender  grief  foft  air  applies, 
Which,  warbling  myftic  founds, 
Cements  the  bleeding  panter's  wounds. 
But  ah  !  beware  of  clamorous  moan  ; 
Let  no  unpleafmg  murmur,  or  harfn  groan, 

Your  flighted  loves  declare  ; 
Your  very  tenderefl:  moving  fighs  forbear,. 
For  even  they  will  be  too  boiflierous  here. 
Hither  let  nought  but  facred  filence  come. 
And  let  all  faucy  praife  be  dumb. 
III. 
And  lo  !   Silence  himfelf  is  here  ; 
Methinks  I  fee  the  midnight  god  appear. 
In  all  his  downy  pomp  array 'd. 
Behold  the  reverend  fliade  : 
An  ancient  figh  he  flts  upon, 
Whcfe  memory  of  found  is  long  fince  gone, 
And  purpofely  annihilated  for  his  throne  ; 
Beneath,  two  foft  tranfparent  clouds  do  meet, 
In  which  he  feems  to  fink  his  fofter  feet. 
A  melancholy  thought,  condens'd  to  air, 
Stol'n  from  a  lover  in  defpair, 
Like  a  thin  mantle,  ferves  to  wrap 
In  fluid  folds  his  vifionary  fliape. 
A  wreath  of  darknefs  round  his  head  he  wears, 
Where  curling  mifts  fupply  the  want  of  hairs  ; 
While  the  ftill  vapours,  which  from  poppies  rife, 
Bedev/  his  hoary  face,  and  lull  his  eyes. 

IV.  But 
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IV. 

But  hark  I  the  heavenly  fphere  turns  round. 
And  Silence  now  is  drown'd 
In  ecftafy  of  found. 
How  on  a  fudden  the  ilill  air  is  charm'd. 
As  if  all  harmony  were  juft  alarm *d  ! 

And  every  foul,  with  tranfport  fiU'd, 
Alternately  is  thaw'd  and  chill'd. 
See  how  the  heavenly  choir 
Come  flocking  to  admire, 
And  with  what  fp^ed  and  care 
X)efcending  angels  cull  the  thinneii  air ! 
Hafte  then,  come  all  th'  immortal  throng, 

And  liiten  to  her  fong  ; 
Leave  your  lov'd  manfions  in  the  flcy. 
And  hither,  quickly  hither  fly. 
Your  lofs  of  heaven  nor  fliall  you  need  to  fear ; 
While  {he  fings,  'tis  heaven  here. 
V. 
See  how  they  crowd,  fee  how  the  little  cherubs  fldp  ! 
While  others  fit  around  her  mouth,  and  fip 

Sweet  Hallelujahs  from  her  lip, 
Thofe  lips,  where  in  furprife  of  bHfs  they  rove  ; 
For  ne'er  before  did  angels  talle 
So  exquifite  a  feaft, 
Of  mulic  ^nd  of  love. 
Prepare  then,  ye  immortal  choir. 
Each  facred  minftrel  tune  his  lyre, 
And  with  her  voice  in  chorus  join  ; 
Her  voice,  which  next  to  yours  is  moft  divine. 

Blcfs 
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Blefs  the  glad  earth  with  heavenly  lays. 
And  to  that  pitch  th'  eternal  accents  ralfe. 

Which  only  breath  infpir'd  can  reach, 
Td  notes,  which  only  (he  can  learn,  and  you  can  teach; 

While  we,  charm'd  with  the  lov'd  excefs, 

Are  wrapt  in  fweet  forgetfulnefs 
Of  all,  of  all,  but  of  the  prefent  happinefs  : 

Wiftiing  for  ever  in  that  ftatc  to  lie. 

For  ever  to  be  dying  fo,  yet  never  die. 
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PRIAM'S 
LAMENTATION    AND    PETITION 

T    O 

ACHILLES, 

P.OR    THE     BODY     OF     HIS     SON    HECTOR. 

Tranflated  from  the  Greek  of  Homer,  Iliad  u. 

Beginning  at  this  Line  : 


Argument  introduftory  to  this  Tranflation. 

Hector's  body  (after  he  was  (lain)  remained  ftill  in  the 
poffeffion  of  Achilles  ;  for  which  Priam  made  great 
lamentation.  Jupiter  had  pity  on  him  ;  and  fent  Iris 
to  comfort  him,  and  direcl  him  after  what  manner  he 
ihould  go  to  Achilles'  tent  ;  and  how  he  fhould  there 
ranfom  the  body  of  his  fon.  Priam  accordingly  orders 
his  chariot  to  be  got  ready,  and,  preparing  nch  pre- 
fents  for  Achilles,  fets  forward  to  the  Grecian  camp, 
accompanied  by  nobody  but  his  herald  Idaeus.  Mer- 
cury, at  Jupiter's  command,  meets  him  by  the  way, 
in  the  figure  of  a  young  Grecian,  and,  after  bemoan- 
ing his  m^isfortune,  undertakes  to  drive  his  chariot 
unobfervsd  through  the  guards,  and  to  the  door  of 

Achilles' 
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Achilles'  tent ;  which  having  performed,  he  diico- 
vered  himfelf  a  god,  and  giving  him  a  fhort  inflruction 
how  to  move  Achilles  to  compaffion,  flew  up  to 
heaven. 

OO  fpake  the  god,  and  heavenward  took  his  flight  ; 

When  Priam  from  his  chariot  did  alight; 
Leaving  Idasus  there,  alone  he  went 
With  folemn  pace  into  Achilles^  tent. 
Heedlefs  he  pafs*d  through  various  rooms  of  fl:ate, 
ITntil  approaching  where  the  hero  fate ; 
Tiiere,  at  a  fead,  the  good  old  Priam  found 
Jove's  befli-belovM,  with  all  his  chiefs  around  ; 
Two  only  were  t^  attend  his  perfon  plac'd, 
Automedon  and  Alcymus  ;  the  refl: 
At  greater  diftance,  greater  fl:ate  exprefs'd* 

Priam,  unfeen  by  tliefe,  his  way  purfued, 
And  tirfl:  of  all  was  by  Achilles  view'd. 
About  his  knees  his  trembhng  arms  he  caft,. 
And  agonizing  grafp'd  and  held  them  faft  ; 
Then  caught  his  hands,  and  kifs'd  and  prefs'd  thens 

ctofe, 
Thofe  hands,  th'  inhuman  authors  of  his  woes  ; 
Thofe  hands,  whofe  unrelenting  force  had  cofl: 
Much  of  his  blood  (for  many  fons  he  lofl.). 

But,  as  a  wretch  who  has  a  murder  done,. 
And,  fceking  refuge,  does  from  jufl:ice  run. 
Entering  fome  houfe,  in  haflie,  where  he's  unknawn. 
Creates  amazement  in  the  lookers-on  : 
So  did  Achilles  gaze,  furpris*d  to  fee 
Tlie  godlike  Priam's  royal  mifer)' ', 

Vol.  XXXIV.        '    M  AH 
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All  on  each  other  gaz'd,  all  in  farprifc, 
And  mute,  yet  feem'd  to  queftion  with  their  eyes. 
Till  he  at  length  the  folemn  filence  broke  ; 
And  thus  the  venerable  fuppliant  fpoke : 
"  Divine  Achilles,  at  your  feet  behold 

'  A  proftrate  king,  in  wretchedness  grown  old ; 

'  Think  on  your  father,  and  then  look  on  me, 

'  His  hoary  age  and  helplefs  perfon  fee  ; 

'  So  furrow'd  are  his  cheeks,  fo  white  his  hairs, 

'  Such,  and  fo  many,  his  declining  years  ; 

'  Could  you  imagine  (but  that  cannot  be) 

'  Could  you  imagine  foch,  his  mifery  ! 

*  Yet  ft  m.ay  come,  when  he  ihall  be  opprefs'd, 

*  And  neighbouring  princes  lay  his  country  wafte  ; 
'  Ev'n  at  this  time,  perhaps,  fome  powerful  foe, 

*  Who  will  no  mercy,  no  compaflion,  fhow, 

*  Entering  his  palace,  fees  him  feebly  fly, 

'  And  feek  proteclion  where  no  help  is  nigh, 
'  In  vain  he  may  your  fatal  abfence  m.ourn, 

*  And  wifh,  in  vain,  for  your  delay'd  return  ; 
'  Yet,  that-iie  hears  you  live,  is  fome  relief ; 

'  Some  hopes  alleviate  his  excefs  of  grief; 

*  It  glads  his  foul  to  think  he  once  Tnay  fee 

'  His  much-lov'd  fon  ;  would  that  were  gi-anted  me  ! 

*  But  I,  mofl:  wretched  I !    of  all  bereft ! 

*  Of  all  my  worthy  fons  how  few  are  left ! 

*  Yet  fifty  goodly  youths  I  had  to  boaft, 

*  When  firll  the  Greeks  invaded  Ilion's  coafl:^ 
'  Nineteen,  the  joyful  iffue  of  one  womb, 

"^  Are  iioWf  alas !   a  mournful  tribute  to  one  tomb. 

<*  Mercilcfs 
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^'  Mercllefs  war  this  devaflation  wrought, 

**  And  their  ftrong  nerves  to  diffolution  brought^ 

*'  Still  one  was  left,  in  whom  was  all  my  hope, 
**  My  age's  comfort,  and  his  countr}"*s  prop ; 
**  He<^or,  my  darling,  and  my  laft  defence, 
**  Whofe  life  alone  their  deaths  could  recompenfe  ; 
**  And,  to  complete  my  flore  of  countlefs  woe, 

•*  Him  you  have  flain of  him  bereav'd  me  too ! 

**  For  his  fake  only  hither  am  I  come  ; 

*'  Rich  gifts  I  bring,  and  wealth,  an  endlefs  fum  ; 

*'  All  to  redeem  that  fatal  prize  you  won, 

**  A  worthlefs  ranfom  for  fo  brave  a  fon. 

*'  Fear  the  juft  gods,  Achilles  ;  and  on  me 
**  With  pity  look,  think  you  your  father  fee  ; 
*'  Such  as  I  am,  he  is ;  alone  in  this, 
*•  I  can  no  equal  have  in  miferies ; 
*'  Of  all  mankind  moft  wretched  and  forlorn, 
*'  Bov/'d  with  fuch  weight  as  never  has  been  borne  I 
*'  Reduc'd  to  kneel  and  pray  to  you,  from  whom 
*'  The  fpring  and  fource  of  all  my  forrows  come ; 
"  With  gifts  to  court  m.ine  and  my  country's  bane, 
"  And  kifs  thofe  hands  which  have  my  children  ilain." 
He  fpake. 

Now  fadnefs  o'er  Achilles'  face  appears, 


} 


Pnam  he  views,  and  for  his  father  fears ; 
That,  and  compaflion,  melt  him  into  tears» 
Then  gently  with  his  hand  he  put  away 
Old  Priam's  face  ;  but  he  ftill  prollrate  lay. 
And  there,  with  tears  and  fighs,  afrefh  begun 
To  mourn  the  fall  of  his  ill-fated  fon. 

M  2  But 
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But  paflion  different  ways  Achilles  turns. 
Now  he  Patroclus,  now  his  father  mourns  : 
Thus  both  with  lanritntations  fill'd  the  place, 
Till  forrow  feem'd  to  wear  one  conunon  face* 


THE 

LAMENTATIONS 

O    F 

HECUBA,  ANDROMACHE,  AND  HELEN> 

O   ▼    E    R.       THE 

DEAD    BODY     OF     HECTOR. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    GREEK   OF   HOMER,    ILIAD  U^ 

BEGINNING   AT    THIS    LINE: 

Connexion  of  this  with  the  former  Tranflation. 
Priam,  at  laft,  moves  Achilles  to  compaiTion,  and,  after 
having  made  him  prefents  of  great  value,  obtains  the 
body  of  his  fon .  Mercury  awakens  Priam  early  in  the 
morning,  and  advifes  him  to  hafte  away  with  the  body, 
left  Agamemnon  fhould  be  informed  of  his  being  ia 
the  camp  :  he  himfelf  helps  to  harnefs  the  mules  and 
horfes,  and  conveys  him  fafcly,  and  without  noife, 

chariot 
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t:liariot  and  all,  from  among  the  Grecian  tents  ;  then 
flies  up  to  heaven,  leavincr  Priam  and  Idxus  to  travel 
on  with  the  body  toward  Troy. 

'"^1'  O  W  did  the  fafFron  morn  her  beams  difplay, 

Gilding  the  face  of  univerfal  day  ; 
When  mourning  Priam  to  the  town  return*d  ; 
ASlowly  his  chariot  mov'd,  as  that  had  mourn'd ; 
The  mules  beneath  the  mangled  body  go. 
As  bearing  (now)  unufual  weight  of  woe. 
To  Pergamus'  high  top  Caffandra  flies, 
Thence  fhe  afar  the  fad  proceflion  fpies  : 
Her  father  and  Idaeus  firil  appear, 
Then  Hector's  corpfe  extended  on  a  bier ; 
At  which  her  boundlefs  grief  loud  cries  began, 
And,  thus  lamenting,  through  the  ftreet  ftie  ran  ; 
*'  Kither,  ye  wretched  Trojans,  hither  all  1 
**  Behold  the  godlike  HeCtor's  funeral ! 
"  If  e'er  you  v/ent  with  joy  to  fee  him  come 
**  Adorn 'd  with  conqueft  and  with  laurels  home^ 
**  Aflemble  now,  his  ranfom'd  body  fee, 
*'  What  once  was  all  your  joy  ;  now  all  your  mifery  !'* 

She  fpake,  and  ftrait  the  numerous  crowd  obey'd. 
Nor  man,  nor  woman,  in  the  city  ftay'd  ; 
Common  confent  of  grief  had  made  them  one. 
With  clamorous  moan  to  Scsea's  gate  they  run^ 
There  the  lov'd  body  of  their  Heclor  meet, 
Which  they,  with  loud  and  frefli  lamentings,  greet. 
His  reverend  mother,  and  his  tender  wife, 
Equal  in  love,  in  grief  had  equal  Itrife  : 

M  3  Jn 
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In  forrow  they  no  moderation  knew> 

But,  wildly  wailing,  to  the  chariot  flew ; 

There  ftrove  the  rolh'ng  wheels  to  hold,  while  each 

Attempted  firft  his  breathlefs  corpfe  to  reach  ; 

Aloud  they  beat  their  breafts,  and  tore  their  hair. 

Rending  around  with  fiirieks  the  fufFering  air. 

Now  had  the  throng  of  people  ilopt  the  way. 
Who  would  have  there  lamented  all  the  day  ; 
But  Priam  from  his  chariot  rofe,  and  fpake, 
**  Trojans,  enough  ;  truce  with  your  forrows  make  ; 
**  Give  way  to  me,  and  yield  the  chariot  room  : 
**  Firft  let  me  bear  my  HeAor's  body  home, 
*'  Then  mourn  your  fill.'*  At  this  the  crowd  gave  vvay^^ 
Yielding  like  waves  of  a  divided  fea. 

Idaeus  to  the  palace  drove,  then  laid 
With  care  the  body  on  a  fumptuous  bed. 
And  round  about  were  flcilful  fingers  plac'd, 
"Who  wept,  and  fighM,  and  in  fad  notes  exprels'd 
Their  moan  ;  all  in  a  chorus  did  agree 
Of  univerfal  mournful  harmony. 
When  firft  Andromache  her  paflion  broke. 
And  thus  (clofe  prefling  liis  pale  cheeks)  Ihe  fpoke : 


Andromache's  lamentation. 

O  my  loft  huft>and  !   let  me  ever  mourn 
Thy  early  fate,  and  too  untimely  urn  : 
In  the  full  pride  of  youth  thy  glories  fade. 
And  thou  in  afhes  mull  with  them  be  laid. 


Why 
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Why  is  my  heart  thus  miferably  torn  ! 
Why  am  I  thus  diltrefs'd  !   why  thus  forlorn ! 
Am  I  that  wretched  thing  a  widow  left  ? 
Why  do  I  live,  who  am  of  thee  bereft  ? 
Yet  I  were  bleft,  were  I  alone  undone  ; 
Alas,  my  child  !    where  can  an  infant  run  ? 
Unhappy  orphan  !   thou  in  woes  art  nurs'd  ; 
Why  were  you  born  ? — I  am  with  blcfiings  cursed  j 
For  long  ere  thou  fhalt  be  to  manhood  grown, 
Wide  defolation  will  lay  waile  this  town  : 
Who  is  there  now  that  can  proteftion  give. 
Since  he,  who  was  her  ftrength,  no  more  doth  live  ? 
Who  of  her  reverend  matrons  will  have  care  ? 
Who  fave  her  children  from  the  rage  of  war? 
For  he  to  all  father  and  hulband  was, 
And  all  are  orphans  now,  and  vridows,  by  his  lofs» 
Soon  will  the  Grecians  now  infulting  come, 
And  bear  us  captives  to  their  diflant  home  ; 
I,  with  my  child,  mufl.  the- fame  fortune  (hare. 
And  all  alike  be  prifoners  of  the  v.-ar  ; 
'Mongft  bafe-born  wretches  he  his  lot  mail  have<,- 
And  be  to  fome  inhuman  lord  a  flave. 
Elfe  fome  avenging  Greek,  with  fury  fill'd. 
Or  for  an  only  fon  or  father  kill'd 
By  Hector's  hand,  on  him  wiU  vent  his  rage. 
And  with  his  blood  his  thirfty  grief  affuage  ; 
For  many  fell  by  his  relentlefs  hand, 
Biting  that  ground,  with  which  their  blood  was  flain'd»r 

Fierce  was  thy  father  (O  my  child)  in  war. 
And  never  did  his  foes  in  battle  fpare  j 

M  4.  Ther.c^ 
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Thence  come  thefe  fufFerings,  which  fo  much  have  coft,i 

Much  woe  to  all,  but  fure  to  me  the  moft. 

I  faw  him  not  when  in  the  pangs  of  death, 

Nor  did  my  lips  receive  his  latefl  breath  ; 

Why  held  he  not  to  me  his  dying  hand  ? 

And  why  receiv'd  not  I  his  laft  command  ? 

Something  he  would  have  faid,  had  I  been  there, 

Which  I  mould  llill  in  fad  remembrance  bear  ; 

For  I  could  never,  never  words  forget, 

"Allien  night  and  day  I  Inould  with  tears  repeat. 

Sh^  fpake,  and  wept  alrefh,  when  all  around 

A  general  figh  diffus'd  a  mournful  found. 

Then  Hecuba,  who  long  had  been  opprefl 

With  boiling  pailions  in  her  aged  breait, 

Mingling  her  v,-ord3  with  fighs  and  tears,  begua 

A  lamentation  for  her  darling  foa. 


Hecuba's  lamentation* 

He6lor,  my  joy,  and  to  my  foul  more  dear 
Than  all  my  other  numerous  iffue  were  ; 
O  my  laft  comfort,  and  my  beft-belov'd  ! 
Thou,  at  whofe  fall  even  Jove  himfelf  was  mov'd, 
And  fent  a  god  his  dread  commands  to  bear, 
So  far  thou  wert  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  ; 
From  fierce  Achilles'  chains  thy  corpfe  was  freed, 
So  Jdnd  -a  fate  was  for  none  elfe  decreed  : 
My  other  foos,  made  prifoners  by  his  hands. 
Were  fold  like  flaves,  and  fhipt  to  foreign  lands. 


Thoa 
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Thou  too  wert  fentenc'd  by  his  barbarous  doom. 
And  draggM,  when  dead,  about  Patroclus'  tomb, 
His  lov'd  Patroclus,  whom  thy  hands  had  flain  : 
And  yet  that  cruelty  was  us'd  in  vain, 
Since  all  could  not  reftore  his  life  again. 
Now  frefh  and  glowing,  ev'n  in  death  thou  art. 
And  fair  as  he  who  fell  by  Phoebus'  dart. 
Here  weeping  Hecuba  her  paflion  ftay'd, 
And  univerfal  moan  again  was  made  ; 
^Vhen  Helen's  lamentation  hers  fupply'd. 
And  thus,  aloud,  that  fatal  beauty  cry'd. 
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O  Heftor,  thou  wert  rooted  in  my  heart, 
No  brother  there  had  half  fo  large  a  part  ! 
Not  lefs  than  twenty  years  are  now  pafs'd  o'er, 
Since  firil  I  landed  on  the  Trojan  Ihore  ; 
Since  I  with  godlike  Paris  fled  from  home  : 
(Would  I  had  dy'd  before  that  day  had  come  !) 
In  all  which  time  (fo  gentle  was  thy  mind) 
1  ne'er  could  charge  thee  with  a  deed  unkind  ; 
Not  one  untender  word,  or  look  of  fcorn, 
Which  I  too  often  have  from  others  borne. 
But  you  from  their  reproach  ftill  fet  me  free, 
And  kindly  have  reprov'd  their  cruelty  ; 
If  by  my  fifters  or  the  queen  revil'd, 
(For  the  good  king,  like  you,  was  ever  mild) 
Your  kindnefs  ftill  has  all  my  grief  beguil'd. 


I 
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Ever  in  tears  let  me  your  lofs  bemoan, 

"Who  had  no  friend  alive  but  you  alone  : 

All  will  reproach  me  now  where'er  I  pafs,. 

And  fly  with  horror  from  my  hated  face. 

This  faid,  fhe  wept ;  and  the  vaft  throng  was  movM, 

And  with  a  general  figh  her  grief  approv'd. 

When  Priam  (who  had  heard  the  mourning  crowd): 

Rofe  from  his  feat,  and  thus  he  fpake  aloud  : 

'*  Ceafe  your  lamentings,  Trojans,  for  a  while, 
•*  And  fell  down  trees  to  build  a  funeral  pile  ; 
**  Fear  not  an  ambufh  by  the  Grecians  laid, 
"  For  with  Achilles  twelve  days  truce  I  made. 

He  fpake  ;  and  all  obey'd  as  with  one  mind, 
Chariots  were  brought,  and  mules  and  oxen  join'd  ; 
Forth  from  the  city  all  the  people  went, 
And  nine  days  fpace  was  in  that  labour  fpent ; 
The  tenth,  a  moil  llupendous  pile  they  made. 
And  on  the  top  the  m.anly  Heclor  laid. 
Then  gave  it  lire  ;  while  all,  with  weeping  eyes^ 
Beheld  the  rolling  flames-  and  fmoke  arife. 
All  night  they  wept,  and  all  the  night  it  burn'd  ; 
But  when  the  rofy  morn  with  day  returned, 
About  the  pile  the  thronging  people  came,. 
And  with  black  wine  quench'd  the  remaining  flame* 
His  brothers  then  and  friends  fearchM  every  where. 
And  gathering  up  his  (no\vj  bones  with  care. 
Wept  o'er  them  j  when  an  urn  of  gold  was  brought^ 
Wrapt  in  foft  purple  palls,  and  richly  wrought. 
In  which  the  facred  aflies  were  interr'd, 
Then  o'er  his  grave  a  monuraent  they  rear'd.- 

Mean- 
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Meantime  flrong  guards  were  placM,  and  careful  fpies. 
To  watch  the  Grecians,  and  prevent  furprife» 
The  work  once  ended,  all  the  vaft  refort 
Of  mourning  people  v/ent  to  Priam's  court ; 
There  they  refrefh'd  their  weary  hmbs  with  reft. 
Ending  the  funeral  with  a  folemn  feaft.. 


PARAPHRASE    upon    HORACE, 
ODE     XIX.      LIB.     L 

*'  Mater  faeva  Cupidinum,  Sec,'* 

I. 

'  j  ^  H  E  tyrant  queen  of  foft  defires, 
-■-     With  the  refiftlefs  aid  of  fprightly  wine 
And  wanton  eafe,  confpires 
To  make  my  heart  its  peace  refign. 
And  re-sdmit  love*s  long-reje6ted  fires. 

For  beauteous  Glycera  I  burn. 
The  flames  fo  long  repellM  with  double  force  return. 
Matchlefs  her  face  appears,  and  fhines  more  bright 
Than  polifh'd  marble  when  refledling  hght  : 
Her  ver)'-  coynefs  warms  ; 
And  with  a  grateful  fullennefs  fhe  charms : 

Each  look  darts  forth  a  thoufand  rays, 
Whofe  luilre  an  unwary  fight  betrays  ; 
My  eye-balls  fwim,  and  I  grow  giddy  while  I  gaze. 

n. 

She  comes  !    fhe  comes  !    fhe  rufhes  in  my  veins  ! 
At  once  all  Venus  enters,  and  at  large  fhe  reigns ! 

Cyprus 
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C)'prus  no  more  with  her  abode  is  bleft, 
I  am  her  palace,  and  her  throne  my  bread. 
Of  favage  Scythian  arms  no  more  I  write. 
Of  Parthian  archers,  who  in  flying  fight, 
And  make  rough  war  their  fport ; 

Such  idle  themes  no  more  can  move, 
Nor  any  thing  but  what's  of  high  import : 

And  what's  of  high  import,  but  love  ? 
Ver\'am  and  gums,  and  the  green  turf  prepare  ; 
With  wine  of  two  years  old  your  cups  be  fill'd  : 

After  our  facrifice  and  prayer, 
The  goddefs  may  incline  her  heart  to  yield. 

STANZAS 

!  N      IMITATION      OF      HORACE, 
LIB.      II.       ODE     XIV. 

**  Eheu  fugaces,  Pofthume,  Poflhurae, 
*'  Labuntur  anni,  &c.^* 

I. 

A   H !   no,  ^tis  all  in  vain,  believe  me  'tis, 
■^  -^     This  pious  artifice. 

Not  all  thefe  prayers  and  alms  can  buy 

One  moment  tow'rd  eternity. 

Eternity  !    that  boundlefs  race, 

Which  Time  himfelf  can  never  run 
(Swift  as  he  flies,  with  an  unwear)''d  pace)  : 
Which,  when  ten  thoufand,  thoufand  years  are  done, 
Is  fiill  the  fame,  and  itill  to  be  begun. 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd  are  thofe  limit3,  which  prefcribe 
A  fhort  extent  to  the  moll  lading  breath  ; 
And  though  thou  could'ft  for  facrifice  lay  dowa 
Millions  of  other  lives  to  fave  thy  own, 

^Twere  fruitlefs  all ;   not  all  would  bribe 
One  fupernumerary  gafp  from  death, 
II. 
In  vain's  thy  inexhaufted  ftore 

Of  wealth,  in  vain  thy  power  ; 
Thy  honours,  titles,  all  muft  fail, 
Where  piety  itfelf  can  nought  avail. 
The  rich,  the  great,  the  innocent,  and  juf^^ 

Muft  all  be  huddled  to  the  grave. 
With  the  moft  vile  and  ignominious  flave, 
And  undiftinguifh'd  lie  in  duft. 
In  vain  the  fearful  flies  alarms, 
In  vain  he  is  fecure  from  wounds  of  arms, 
In  vain  avoids  the  faithlefs  feas, 
And  is  confin'd  to  home  and  eafe, 
Bounding  his  knovrledge,  to  extend  his  days* 

In  vain  are  all  thofe  arts  we  tr}^, 
All  our  evafions,  and  regret  to  die  : 
From  the  contagion  of  mxortality, 
No  clime  is  pure,  no  air  is  free  : 
And  no  retreat 
Is  fo  obfcure,  as  to  be  hid  from  fate. 
III. 
Thou  muft,  alas  !   thou  mull,  my  friend  ; 
(The  very  hour  thou  now  doil  fpend 
In  ftudying  to  avoid,  brings  on  thy  end) 

Thou 
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Thou  mud  forego  the  deareft  joys  of  life  ; 

Leave  the  warm  bofom  of  thy  tender  wife, 

And  all  the  much-lov'd  oflFspring  of  her  womb. 

To  moulder  in  the  cold  embraces  of  a  tomb. 

AU  muft  be  left,  and  all  be  loft ; 

Thy  houfe,  whofe  ftately  ftru^ure  fo  much  coft. 

Shall  not  afford 
Room  for  the  ft  inking  carcafe  of  its  lord. 
Of  all  thy  pleafant  gardens,  grots,  and  bowers, 

Thy  coftly  froits,  thy  far-fetch'd  plants  and  flowerSf 

Nougjit  fhalt  thou  fave  ; 
Or  but  a  fprig  of  rofcmar)'  fhalt  have. 
To  wither  with  thee  in  the  grave : 
The  reft  fhall  live  and  flourifh,  to  upbraid 
Their  tranfitory  mafter  dead. 

IV. 

Then  fhaH  thy  Iong-expe<5ling  heir 
A  joyful  mourning  wear  : 
And  riot  in  the  wafte  of  that  eftate 
"WTiich  thou  haft  taken  fo  m.uch  pains  to  get* 
All  thy  hid  ftores  he  fhall  unfold. 
And  fet  at  large  thy  captive  gold. 
That  precious  wine,  condemn'd  by  thee 
To  vaults  and  prifoRS,  fhall  again  be  free  : 
Bur}''d  alive  though  now  it  lies, 

Again  fhall  rife  ; 
Again  its  fparkling  furface  fhow. 
And  free  as  ekment  profufely  flow. 

With 
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With  fuch  high  food  he  fhall  fet  forth  his  feafts, 
That  cardinals  lliall  wilh  to  be  his  guefts ; 
And  pampered  prelates  fee 
Themfclves  outdone  in  luxury. 

IN    I  ]M  I  T  A  T  I  O  N    OF     HORACE, 

ODE      IX,      LIB.      I. 

«  Vides  ut  alta,  &c." 

I. 

"O  L  E  S  S  me,  'tis  cold  !    how  chill  the  air ! 
-^-^   How  naked  does  the  world  appear  ! 
But  fee  (big  with  the  offspring  of  the  north) 
The  teeming  clouds  bring  forth  : 

A  (hower  of  foft  and  fleecy  rain 
Palls,  to  new-clothe  the  earth  again. 

Behold  the  mountain-tops  around. 

As  if  with  fur  of  ermins  crown'd  ; 
And  lo  ]   how  by  degrees 
The  univerfal  mantle  hides  the  trees 

In  hoar}'  flakes,  which  down'v^-ard  fly. 
As  if  it  were  the  Autumn  of  the  iky  : 
TrembKng,  the  groves  fuflain  their  weight,  and  bow 

Like  aged  limbs,  which  feebly  go 
Beneath  a  venerable  head  of  fnow, 

II, 

Diff'ufive  cold  does  the  whole  earth  invade. 
Like  a  difeafe,  through  all  its  veins  'tis  fpread. 
And  each  late  hving  flxeam  is  numb'd  and  dead. 

2  Let's 
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Let's  melt  the  frozen  hours,  make  warm  the  air  j 
JLet  cheerful  fires  Sol's  feeble  beams  repair  ; 
Fill  the  large  bowl  with  fparkling  wine ; 
Let's  drink  till  our  own  faces  fhine. 

Till  we  like  funs  appear, 
To  light  and  warm  the  hemifphere. 
Wine  can  difpenfe  to  all  both  light  and  heat. 

They  are  wnth  wine  incorporate ; 
That  powerful  juice,  with  which  no  cold  dares  mis, 
\Miich  ilill  is  fluid,  and  no  froil  can  fix  : 

Let  that  but  in  abundance  flow, 
And  let  it  ftorm  and  thunder,  hail  and  fnow, 
'Tis  Heaven's  concern  ;  and  let  it  be 
The  care  of  Heaven  ftill  for  me  : 
Thofe  winds  which  rend  the  oaks  and  plough  the  feas. 
Great  Jove  can,  if  he  pleafe, 
With  one  commanding  nod  appeafe. 

IIL 
Seek  not  to  know  to-morrow^s  doom  ? 
That  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come  : 
The  prefent  moment's  all  our  florc  j 
The  next  fhould  Heaven  allow, 
Then  this  will  be  no  more  : 
So  all  our  life  is  but  one  inftant  now. 
Look  on  each  day  you've  pall 
To  be  a  mighty  treafure  won  ; 
And  lay  each  moment  out  in  hafte  ; 
We're  fure  to  live  too  fail, 
And  cannot  live  too  fooiu 

Youth 
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Youth  doth  a  thoufand  pleafures  bring, 
Which  from  decrepit  age  will  fly  ; 
The  flowers  that  flourifh  in  the  fpring. 
In  winter's  cold  embraces  die. 

IV. 

Now  Love,  that  everlailing  boy,  invites 
To  revel  while  you  may,  in  foft  delights : 
Now  the  kind  nymph  yields  all  her  charms. 
Nor  yields  in  vain  to  youthful  arms. 
Slowly  fhe  promifes  at  night  to  meet. 
But  eagerly  prevents  the  hour  with  fwifter  feet. 
To  gloomy  groves  and  fhades  obfcure  fhe  flies, 
There  veils  the  bright  confeflion  of  her  eyes. 
Unwillingly  flie  fiiays, 
Would  more  unwillingly  depart, 
And  in  foft  fighs  conveys 
The  whifpers  of  her  heart. 
Still  (he  invites  and  fliill  denies, 
And  vows  fhe'll  leave  you  if  you're  rude  j 
Then  from  her  raviflier  flie  flies, 
But  flies  to  be  purfu'd  ; 
If  from  his  fight  flie  does  herfelf  convey. 
With  a  feign'd  laugh  flie  will  herfelf  betray, 
And  cunningly  inftruct  him  in  the  way* 
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T  LookM,  and  I  figHM,  and  I  wifhM  I  could  fpeak, 
"^   And  very  fain  would  have  been  at  her  ; 
But  when  I  iVrove  moil  my  great  paffion  to  break. 
Still  then  I  faid  leafl  of  the  matter. 

II. 

I  fwore  to  rayfelf,  and  refolv'd  I  would  try 

Some  way  my  poor  heart  to  recover ;  m 

But  that  was  all  vain,  for  I  fooner  could  die,  ^ 

Than  Hve  with  forbearing  to  love  her. 

III. 

Dear  Caelia,  be  kind  then  ;  and  fince  your  own  eye« 

By  looks  can  command  adoration, 
•Give  mine  leave  to  talk  tooj  and  do  not  defpife 

Thofe  ogHngs  that  tell  you  my  paflion.  I 

IV.  I 

We'U  look,  and  we'll  love,  and  though  neither  Ihould 
fpeak. 
The  pleafure  we'll  ftill  be  purfuing  ; 
And  fo,  without  words,  I  don't  doubt  we  may  make 
A  very  good  end  of  this  wooing. 

T  H  1 
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THE 

RECONCILIATION, 

RECITATIVE. 
T^  AIR  Caelia  love  pretended, 
^      And  nam'd  the  myrtle  bower. 
Where  Damon  long  attended 
Beyond  the  promis'd  hour. 
At  length  impatient  growing 
Of  anxious  expeftation, 
His  heart  with  rage  o'erflowing. 
He  vented  thus  his  paffion, 

ODE. 

To  all  the  fex  deceitful, 

A  long  and  lail  adieu  ; 
Since  women  prove  ungrateful 

As  oft  as  men  prove  true. 
The  pains  they  caufe  are  many. 

And  long  and  hard  to  bear  5 
The  joys  they  give  (if  any) 

Few,  fhort,  and  unfincere- 

RECITATIVE. 

But  Caelia  now,  repenting 
Her  breach  of  alTignation, 
Arriv'd  with  eyes  confenting, 
And  fparkling  inclination, 

N  2  Like 
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Like  Citherea  fmiling. 
She  blufh'd,  and  laid  his  paflion  j 
The  fhepherd  ceas'd  reviling. 
And  fung  this  recantation. 

PALINODE. 

Kow  engaging,  haw  endearing. 

Is  a  lover's  pain  and  care  ! 
And  what  joy  the  nymph's  appearing. 

After  abfence  or  defpair  I 
Women  wife  increafe  defiring, 

By  contriving  kind  delays ; 
And  advancing,  or  retiring, 

All  they  mean  is  more  to  pleafe. 

ABSENCE. 

ALAS!  what  pains,  what  racking  thoughts  he 
proves, 
Who  lives  remov'd  from  her  he  deareft  loves  I 
In  cruel  abfence  doom'd  paft  joys  to  mourn, 
And  think  on  hours  that  will  no  more  return  ! 
Oh  let  me  ne'er  the  pangs  of  abfence  tr}^. 
Save  me  from  abfence,  Love,  or  let  me  die. 

SONG. 

T?  ALSE  though  fhe  be  to  me  and  love, 

-*•  I'll  ne'er  purfue  revenge  ; 

Tor  ftlll  the  charmer  I  approve. 

Though  I  deplore  her  change. 

In 
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In  hours  of  blifs  we  oft  have  met, 
They  could  not  always  laft  ; 

And  though  the  prefent  I  regret, 
I'm  grateful  for  the  pafl. 


SONG     IN     DIALOGUE, 

FOR       TWO       WOMEN. 

I. 

T  Love  and  am  belov'd  again, 
-■-  Strephon  no  more  fhall  figh  in  vain  ; 
I've  try'd  his  faith,  and  found  him  true, 
And  all  my  coynefs  bid  adieu. 

IL 

I  love,  and  am  belov'd  again, 
Yet  dill  my  Thyrfis  fhall  complain  ; 
I'm  fure  he's  mine,  while  I  refufe  him, 
But  when  I  yield,  I  fear  to  lofe  him. 

1.  Men  will  grow  faint  with  tedious  failing: 

2.  And  both  will  tire  with  often  tailing, 
When  they  find  the  blifs  not  lailing. 

1.  Love  is  complete  in  kind  pofTeffing. 

2.  Ah  no  !  ah  no  !  that  ends  the  blelTing. 

CHORUS       OF       BOTH. 

Then  let  us  beware  how  far  we  confent, 
Too  foon  when  we  yield,  too  late  wt  repent ; 

N  3  'TIs 
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*Tis  ignorance  makes  men  admire  ; 

And  granting  defire. 

We  feed  not  the  fire, 
But  make  it  more  quickly  expire. 

SONG. 

I. 
T^ELL  me  no  more  I  am  deceived^ 
-^      That  Cloe's  falfe  and  common  j 
I  always  knew   (at  leaft  belie v'd) 

She  v-^s  a  very  woman  : 
As  fuch  I  lik'd,  as  fuch  carefs'd. 
She  ftill  was  conftant  when  poffefs'd,. 

She  could  do  more  for  no  man^ 
II. 
But,  oh  !  her  thoughts  on  others  ran. 

And  that  you  think  a  hard  thing  : 
Perhaps  fhe  fancy'd  you  the  man. 

And  what  care  I  one  farthing  ? 
You  think  fhe*s  falfe,  Fm  fure  fhe's  kind  j 
I  take  her  body,  you  her  mind. 

Who  has  the  better  bargain  ? 


PETITION. 

/^  RANT  me,  gentle  Love,  faid  I,. 
^^    One  dear  blefling  ere  I  die  ; 
Long  I*ve  borne  excefs  of  pain. 
Let  me  now  fome  blifs  obtain. 


Thui 
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Thus  to  almighty  Love  I  cry'd, 
'U'Tien  angry  thus  the  God  reply'd : 

BlefTmgs  greater  none  can  have. 
Art  thou  not  Amynta's  flave  ? 
Ceafe,  fond  mortal,  to  Implore, 
For  Love,  ev'n  Love  hlmfelf 's  no  more, 

SONG 


/^  R  U  E  L  Amynta,  can  you  fee 

^^  A  heart  thus  torn,  which  you  betray'd  ? 

Love  of  himfelf  ne'er  vanquifh'd  me, 

But  through,  your  eyes  the  conqueft  made*. 
II. 
In  ambufh  there  the  traitor  lay, 

Where  I  was  led  by  faithlefs  fmiles ; 
No  wTetches  are  fo  loft  as  they 

Whom  much  fecurlty  beguiles^ 


SON  G. 

I. 

O  E  E,  fee,  flie  wakes,  Sabina  wakes  ! 
^^  And  now  the  fun  begins  to  rife ; 
Lefs  glorious  is  tlie  mom  that  breaks 

From  his  bright  beams,  than  her  fair  eyes. 

N  4  n.  With 
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II. 

With  light  united,  day  they  give, 
But  different  fates  ere  night  fulfil ; 

How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live  ! 
How  many  will  her  coldnefs  kill ! 

OCCASIONED  BY  A  LADY's  HAVING  WRIT  VERSES  IM 
COMMENDATION  OF  A  POEM  WHICH  WAS  WRITTEN 
IN    PRAISE   OF   ANOTHER   LADY. 

TT  ARD  is  the  talk,  and  bold  th'  adventurous  flight, 

Of  him,  who  dares  in  praife  of  beauty  write  ; 
For  when  to  that  high  theme  our  thoughts  afcend, 
'Tis  to  detract,  too  poorly  to  commend. 
And  he,  who,  praifing  beauty,  does  no  VTong, 
May  boail  to  be  fucccfsful  in  his  fong  : 
But  when  the  fair  themfelves  approve  his  lays, 
And  one  accepts,  and  one  vouchfafes  to  praife  ; 
His  wide  ambition  knows  no  farther  bound, 
Kor  can  his  Mufe  with  brighter  fame  be  crown'd. 

EPIGRAM, 

WRITTEN  AF"»"ER  THE  DECEASE  OF  MRS.  ARABELLA 
HUNT,  UNDER  HER  PICTURE  DRAWN  PLAYING  ON 
A    LUTE. 

"TXy^  ERE  there  on  earth  another  voice  like  thine, 

^  ^  Another  hand  fo  bleft  with  ikill  divine  ! 
The  late  afflicted  world  fome  hopes  might  have, 
And  harmony  retrieve  thee  from  the  grave. 

SONG. 
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T)  I  O  U  S  Selinda  goes  to  prayers, 
-*-      If  I  but  an<:  the  favour ; 
And  yet  the  tender  fool's  in  tears. 
When  (he  believes  I'll  leave  her. 

II. 
Would  I  were  free  from  this  reftraint, 

Or  elfe  had  hopes  to  win  her  ! 
Would  fhe  could  make  of  me  a  faint. 

Or  I  of  her  a  fmnerl 


HYMN      TO      HARMONY, 

IN     HONOUR    OF 
ST.     CECILIA'S     DAY,     MDCCI. 
SET    TO    MUSIC   BY   MR,  JOHN    ECCLES. 
I. 

r\  HARMONY,  to  thee  we  fing, 

To  thee  the  grateful  tribute  bring 
Of  facred  verfe,  and  fweet-refounding  lays; 
Thy  aid  invoking  while  thy  power  we  praife. 

All 
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All  hail  to  thee, 
All-powerful  Harmony ! 
Wife  Nature  owns  thy  undifputed  fway. 
Her  wondrous  works  refigning  to  thy  care  : 
The  planetary  orbs  thy  rule  obey, 
And  tuneful  roll,  unerring  in  their  way. 
Thy  voice  informing  each  melodious  fpherc. 

CHORUS. 

All  hail  to  thee, 
All-powerful  Harmony ! 

II. 

Thy  voice,  O  Harmony,  with  awful  found 
Could  penetrate  th'  abyfs  profound. 
Explore  the  realms  of  ancient  night. 

And  fearch  the  living  fource  of  unborn  light. 
Confufion  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled. 

And  Chaos  deeper  plung'd  his  vanquifh*d  head. 
Then  didfl  thou.  Harmony,  give  birth 
To  this  fair  fonn  of  heaven  and  earth  ; 
Then  all  thofe  fhining  worlds  above 
In  myftic  dance  began  to  move 

Around  the  radiant  fphere  of  central  fire, 

A  never-ceafmg,  never-filent  choir. 

CHORUS. 
Confufion  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled. 
And  Chaos  deeper  plung'd  his  \-anquifli'd  head. 


IIL  Thou 


HYMN    TO    HARMONY.        iS^ 

III. 

Thou  only,  goddefs,  firft  could'ft  tell 
The  mighty  charms  in  numbers  found  ; 
And  didil  to  heavenly  minds  reveal 
The  fecret  force  of  tuneful  found. 
When  firil  Cyllenius  formM  the  lyre. 
Thou  didil  the  god  infpire  ; 
When  fii-ll  the  vocal  fhell  he  lining, 
To  which  the  Mufes  fung  ; 
Then  Hnl  the  Mufes  fung  ;  melodious  llralns  ApolTo 

play'd, 
And  Mufic  firft  began  by  thy  aufpiclous  aid. 

Hark,  hark  !  again  Urania  fings  ! 
Again  Apollo  ftrikes  the  trembling  ftrings ! 
And  fee,  the  liitening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  found. 

CHORUS. 
Hark,  hark  !   again  Urania  fmgs  ! 
Again  Apollo  ftrikes  the  trembling  ftrings  t 
And  fee,  the  liftening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  found. 

IV. 

Defcend,  Urania,  heavenly  fair  ! 
To  the  relief  of  this  aiHid:ed  world  repair  ; 
See  how,  with  various  woes  oppreft. 
The  wretched  race  of  men  is  worn  ; 
ConfumM  with  cares,  with  doubts  diftrell,^ 
Or  by  conflicting  paffions  torn. 

Reafo 
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Reafon  in  vain  employs  her  aid, 

The  furious  will  on  fancy  waits  ; 
"While  reafon  flill  by  hopes  or  fears  betray'd, 
Too  late  advances  or  too  foon  retreats. 
Mufic  alone  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 
The  wandering  fenfe,  and  calm  the  troubled  mind. 

CHORUS. 

Mufic  alone  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 

The  wandering  fenfe,  and  calm  the  troubled  mind. 

V. 
Begin  the  powerful  fong,  ye  facred  Nine, 
Your  inftruments  and  voices  join  ; 
Hai-mony,  peace,  and  fweet  defire. 
In  every  breaft  infpir^. 
Revive  the  melancholy  drooping  heart. 
And  foft  repofe  to  relUefs  thoughts  impart, 
Appeafe  the  ^^Tathful  mind, 
•To  dire  revenge,  and  death  inclin'd  : 
With  balmy  founds  his  boiling  blood  affuage. 
And  melt  to  mild  remorfe  his  burning  rage. 
'Tis  done ;  and  now  tumultuous  pallions  ceafe  ; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  is  peace. 
The  wear)^  world  with  welcome  eafe  is  bleft. 
By  mufic  lull'd  to  pleafing  reft. 
CHORUS. 
'Tis  done  ;  and  now  tumultuous  paflions  ceafe ; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  is  peace. 
The  wear}'  world  with  welcome  eafe  is  bleft, 
By  mufic  luU'd  to  pleafing  reft. 

VI.  Ah, 
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VI. 

Ah,  fweet  repofe,  too  foon  expiring ! 

Ah,  foolifli  man,  new  toils  requiring  t 

Curs'd  ambition,  ftrife  purfuing, 

Wakes  the  world  to  war  and  ruin. 

See,  fee,  the  battle  is  prepar'd  \ 
Behold,  the  hero  comes ! 
Loud  trumpets  with  fhrlll  fifes  are  heard  ; 

And  hoarfe  refounding  drums. 
War,  with  difcordant  notes  and  jarring  noife^ 

The  harmony  of  peace  deilroys. 

CHORUS. 

War,  with  difcordant  notes  and  jarring  noife> 
The  harmony  of  peace  deftroys. 
VII. 
See  the  forfaken  fair,  with  ilrcaming  eyes. 
Her  parting  lover  mourn  ; 
She  weeps,  fhe  fighs,  defpairs,  and  dies. 
And  watchful  waftes  the  lonely  Hvelong  nights^ 

Bewailing  paft  delights 
That  may  no  more,  no  never  more  return. 
O  footh  her  cares 
With  fofteft,  fweeteil  airs, 
Till  victory  and  peace  reftore 
Her  faithful  lover  to  her  tender  breail. 
Within  her  folding  arms  to  reft, 
Thence  never  to  be  parted  more, 
No  never  to  be  parted  more. 

C  H  O- 
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CHORUS. 
Let  vidor)'  and  peace  reftore 
^er  faithful  lover  to  her  tender  breaft, 
Within  her  folding  arms  to  reft. 
Thence  never  to  be  parted  more. 
No  never  to  be  parted  more. 
VIII. 
Enough,  Urania,  heavenly  fair  ! 
Nov^  to  thy  native  fkies  repair, 
And  rule  again  the  ftany^  fphere  ; 
Cecilia  com.es,  with  holy  rapture  fillM> 

To  eafe  the  world  of  care, 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  Mufes  fl^ill'd  ! 
Phoebus  himfelf  to  her  muft  yield. 

And  at  her  feet  lay  down 
His  golden  harp  and  laurel  crown. 
The  foft  enen-ate  lyre  is  drown'd 
In  the  deep  organ's  more  majeftic  found. 
In  peals  the  fwelling  notes  afcend  the  fkies, 
Perpetual  breath  the  fwelling  notes  iupplies* 
And  lafting  as  her  name, 
"VMio  form'd  the  tuneful  frame, 
Th'  immortal  mulic  never  dies. 

GRAND       CHORUS, 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  Mufes  flcill'd, 
Phoebus  himfelf  to  her  muil  yield. 

And  at  her  feet  lay  down 
His  golden  harp  and  laurel  crown. 
The  foft  enen-ate  lyre  is  drown'd 
In  the  deep  organ's  more  majeftic  found* 

2  In 


( 


HYMN    TO    HARMONY.  igt 

In  peals  tlie  fuelling  notes  afcend  the  fl<:ies. 
Perpetual  breath  the  fvvelHng  notes  fupplies. 
And  lalling  as  her  name, 

Who  form'd  the  tuneful  frame, 

Th*  immortal  mufrc  never  dies. 


TOTHEMEMORYOF 

CRACE       LADY     GETHIN, 

Occafioned  by  reading  her  Book,  entitled 
H  E  L  I   Q^U  I^      GETHINIANi€. 

A    F  T  E  R  a  painful  life  in  ftudy  fpent, 
-^^^  The  learn'd  themfelves  their  ignorance  lament ; 
And  aged  men,  whofe  lives  exceed  the  fpace 
Which  feems  the  bound  prefcrib'd  to  mortal  race, 
With  hoary  heads,  their  fhort  experience  grieve, 
As  doom'd  to  die  before  they^•e  learn'd  to  live. 
So  hard  it  is  true  knowledge  to  attain, 
So  frail  is  life,  and  fruitlefs  human  pain  ! 
Whoe'er  on  this  refledls,  and  then  beholds. 
With  ftricl  attention,  what  this  book  unfolds, 
With  admiration  ftruck,  fhall  quellion  who 
So  very  long  could  hve,  fo  much  to  know  ? 

For 
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For  fo  complete  the  finifli'd  piece  appears, 

That  learning  feems  combined  with  length  of  years  j 

And  both  improv'd  by  pureft  wit,  to  reach 

At  all  that  ftudy  or  that  time  can  teach. 

But  to  what  height  muft  his  amazement  rife, 

AVhen,  having  read  the  work,  he  turns  his  eyes 

Again  to  view  the  foremofl  opening  page, 

And  there  the  beauty,  fex,  and  tender  age, 

Of  her  beholds,  in  whofe  pure  mind  arofe 

Th'  aethereal  fource  from  whence  this  current  flows  f 

When  prodigies  appear,  our  reafon  fails, 

And  fuperftition  o'er  philofophy  prevails. 

Some  heavenly  minifter  we  ftrait  conclude. 

Some  angel-mind  with  female  form  endued^ 

To  make  a  fhort  abode  on  earth,  was  fent, 

CWhere  no  perfeftion  can  be  permanent) 

And,  having  left  her  bright  example  here, 

Was  quick  recall'd,  and  bid  to  difappear. 

^Vhether  around  the  throne,  eternal  hymns 

She  fmgs  amid  the  choir  of  feraphims  ; 

Or  fome  refulgent  ftar  informs,  and  guides^ 

Where  fhe,  the  bled  intelligence,  prefides ; 

Is  not  for  us  to  know  who  here  remain ; 

For  'twere  as  impious  to  inquire  as  vain  : 

And  all  we  ought,  or  can,  in  this  dark  llate^ 

Is,  what  we  have  adrair'd,  to  imitate^ 


E  P  L 
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EPITAPH 

UPON    ROBERT    HUNTINGDON',    OF    STANTON    HAR- 
COURT,    ESCi^   ^"^^    ROBERT    HIS    SON. 

'  I  ^  HIS   peaceful  tomb  does  now  contain 

Father  and  fon,  together  laid; 
Whofe  living  virtues  fhall  remain, 

"WTien  they  and  this  are  quite  decayed. 

"l^liat  man  fhould  be,  to  ripenefs  grown. 
And  finifh'd  worth  fhould  do,  or  lliun, 

At  full  was  in  the  father  fhown  ; 

\Vliat  youth  could  promife  in  the  fon. 

But  death,  obdcirate,  both  deftroy'd 

The  perfect  fruit,  and  opening  bud  : 
Firft  feiz'd  thofe  fweets  we  had  enjoy'd, 

Then  robb'd  us  of  the  coming  good. 

T    0 

MR.  D        R        Y        D        E        N, 

ON       HIS 

TRANSLATION     OF    PERSIUS. 

A   S  when  of  old  heroic  flory  tells, 
''^  "*'  Of  knights  imprifon'd  long  by  magic  fpells, 
Till  future  time  the  deftin'd  hero  fend, 
JBy  whom  the  dire  enchantment  is  to  end : 

.  Vol.  XXXIV.  O  Such 
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Such  feems  this  work,  and  fo  referv'd  for  thee. 
Thou  great  revealer  of  dark  poefy. 

Thofe  fullen  clouds,  which  have,  for  ages  paft. 
O'er  Perfms'  too-long  fuffering  Mufe  been  caft, 
Difperfe,  and  fly  before  thy  facred  pen, 
And,  in  their  room,  bright  tracks  of  light  are  feen. 
Sure  Phoebus'  felf  thy  fwelling  breaft  infpires, 
The  god  of  mufic,  and  poetic  fires  : 
Elfe,  whence  proceeds  this  gi-eat  furprife  of  light ! 
How  dawns  this  day,  forth  from  the  womb  of  night  1 

Our  wonder  now  does  our  paft  folly  (how, 
Vainly  contemning  what  we  did  not  know  : 
So  unbelievers  impioufly  defpife 
The  facred  oracles  in  myfteries. 
Perfius  before  in  fmall  efteem  was  had, 
Unlefs  what  to  antiquity  is  paid  ; 
But  like  Apocrypha,  with  fcruple  read 
(So  far  our  ignorance  our  faith  milled)  ; 
Till  you,  Apollo's  darling  prieft,  thought  fit 
To  place  it  in  the  poet's  facred  writ. 

As  coin,  which  bears  fome  awful  monarch's  face, 
"For  more  than  its  intrinfic  worth  will  pafs  ; 
So  your  bright  image,  which  we  here  behold, 
Adds  worth  to  worth,  and  dignifies  the  gold, 
To  you  we  all  this  following  treafure  owe. 
This  Hippocrene,  which  from  a  rock  did  flow. 

Old  ftoic  virtue,  clad  in  rugged  lines, 
PoHih'd  by  you,  in  modern  brilliant  fhines  ; 
And  as  before,  for  Perfius,  our  efteem 
To  his  antiquity  was  paid,  not  him  : 
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So  now,  whatever  praife  from  us  is  due. 
Belongs  not  to  old  Periius,  but  the  new. 
For  ftill  obfcure,  to  us  no  light  he  gives ; 
Dead  in  himfelf,  in  you  alone  he  lives. 

So  ftubborn  flints  their  inward  heat  conceal, 
Till  art  and  force  th'  unwilling  fparks  reveal ; 
But  through  your  fkill,  from  thofe  fmall  feeds  of  fire 
Bright  flames  arife,  which  never  can  expire. 


THE      ELEVENTH 

SATIRE      OF      JUVENAL. 

THE      A  R  G  U  M  E  N  T. 

The  defign  of  this  Satire  is  to  expofe  and  reprehend  all 
manner  of  intemperance  and  dcbauchen.-;  but  more 
particiJarly  that  exorbitant  luxun,^  ufed  by  the  Ro- 
mans In  their  fealling.  The  Poet  drav.-s  the  occafion 
from  an  Invitation  which  he  here  makes  to  his  friend 
to  dine  with  him  ;  very  artfully  preparing  him  with 
what  he  was  to  expe6l  from  his  treat,  by  beginning 
the  Satire  with  a  particular  Invecllve  againil  the  va- 
nity and  folly  of  fome  perfons,  who,  having  but  mean 
fortunes  in  the  world,  attempted  to  live  up  to  the 
height  of  men  of  great  eftates  and  quality.  He  fhews 
us  the  mlferable  end  of  fuch  fpendthrlfts  and  gluttons, 
\^nth  the  manner  and  courfes  which  they  took  to 
bring  themfelves  to  It ;  advlfing  men  to  Kve  within 
bounds,  and  to  proportion  their  inclinations  to  the 
O  2  extent 
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extent  of  their  fortune.  He  gives  his  friend  a  bill  of 
fare  of  the  entertainment  he  has  provided  for  him  ; 
and  from  thence  he  takes  occafion  to  refleft  upon  the 
temperance  and  frugality  of  the  greatefl  men  in  for- 
mer ages  :  to  which  he  oppofes  the  riot  and  intem- 
perance of  the  prcfent  ;  attributing  to  the  latter  a  vi- 
fible  remiffnefs  in  the  care  of  heaven  over  the  Roman 
ftate.  He  inftances  fome  lewd  praftices  at  feafts,  and, 
by  the  bye,  touches  the  nobility  with  making  vice 
and  dcbaucher}^  confift  with  their  principal  pleafure?. 
He  concludes  with  a  repeated  invitation  to  his  friend ; 
advifmghim  (in  one  particular  fomewhat  freely)  to  a 
negleft  of  all  cares  and  difquiets  for  the  prefent,  and 
a  moderate  ufe  of  pleafures  for  the  future. 

fF  noble  Atticus  make  fplendid  feafts, 

-*•  And  with  expenfive  food  indulge  his  guefts» 

His  wealth  and  quality  fupport  the  treat ; 

Nor  is  it  luxury  in  him,  but  ftate. 

Eut  when  poor  Rutilus  fpends  all  he's  wortii. 

In  hopes  of  fetting  one  good  dinner  forth  ; 

'Tis  dovvnright  madnefs  :   for  what  greater  jefts, 

Than  begging  gluttons,  or  than  beggars'  feafts  ? 

But  Rutilus  is  now  notorious  grown, 
And  proves  the  common  theme  of  all  the  town. 

A  man  in  his  full  tide  of  youthful  blood, 
Able  for  arms,  and  for  his  countr\-'s  good ; 
Urg'd  by  no  power,  reftrain'd  by  no  advice, 
But  following  his  own  inglorious  choice  : 
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'Mongft  common  fencers  pra(^ifes  the  trade, 
That  end  debaiing  for  which  arms  were  made  ; 
Arms  which  to  man  ne'er-dying  fame  afford. 
But  his  difgrace  is  owing  to  his  fword. 
Many  there  are  of  the  fame  wretched  kind, 
Whom  their  defpairing  creditors  may  find 
Lurking  in  fhambles  ;  where  with  borrow'd  coin 
They  buy  choice  meats,  and  in  cheap  plenty  dine  ; 
Suck,  whofe  fole  blifs  is  eating ;  who  can  give 
But  that  one  bi'utal  reafon  why  they  Hve. 
And  yet  what's  more  ridiculous  ;  of  thefe 
The  poorell  wretch  is  ftill  mofl  hard  to  pleafe  ; 
And  he  whofe  thin  tranfparent  rags  declare 
JIow  much  his  tatter'd  fortune  wants  repair, 
Would  ranfack  every  element  for  choice 
Of  ever}'  fiih  and  fowl  at  any  price  ; 
If,  brought  from  far,  it  veiy  dear  has  coft, 
It  has  a  flavour  then,  which  pleafes  moft, 

And  he  devours  it  with  a  greater  guft. 
In  riot  thus,  while  money  lafts,  he  lives, 

And  that  exhaufted,  ftill  new  pledges  gives ; 

Till  forc'd  of  mere  neceflity  to  eat. 

He  comes  to  pawn  his  difh  to  buy  his  meat. 

Nothing  of  filver  or  of  gold  he  fpares, 

Not  what  his  mother's  facred  image  bears  ; 

The  broken  relic  he  with  fpeed  devours, 

As  he  would  all  the  reft  of 's  anceftors. 

If  wrought  in  gold,  or  if  expos'd  to  fale, 

They'd  pay  the  price  of  one  luxurious  meal. 

O  3  Thus 
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Thus  certain  ruin  treads  upon  his  heels. 
The  flings  of  hunger,  foon,  and  want,  he  feels  ; 
And  thus  is  he  reduc'd,  at  length,  to  ferve 
Fencers  for  miferable  fcraps,  or  ftarve. 

Imagine  now  you  fee  a  plenteous  feaft  ; 
The  queflion  is,  at  whofe  expence  'tis  dreft. 
In  great  Ventldius  we  the  bounty  prize  ; 
In  Rutilas  the  vanity  defpife. 

Strange  ignorance  !   that  the  fame  man  who  knows 
How  far  yon  mount  above  this  mole-hill  fhows, 
Should  not  perceive  a  difference  as  great 
Between  fmall  incomes  and  a  vaft  eftate  ! 
From  heaven  to  mortals  fare  that  rule  was  fent, 
Of  "  Know  thyfelf,"  and  by  fome  god  was  meant 
To  be  our  never-erring  pilot  here, 
Through  all  the  various  courfes  which  we  fleer. 
Therfites,  though  the  moll  prefumptuous  Greek, 
Yet  durll  not  for  Achilles'  armour  fpeak  ; 
When  fcarce  Ulyffes  had  a  good  pretence, 
With  all  th'  advantage  of  his  eloquence. 
\'\Tioe'er  attempts  weak  caufes  to  fupport, 
Ouo-ht  to  be  vei-y  fure  he's  able  for't ; 

o  - 

And  not  miilake  ftrong  lungs  and  impudence. 
For  harmony  of  words  and  force  of  fenfe  : 
Fools  only  make  attempts  beyond  their  fkill ; 
A  wife  man's  power's  the  limit  of  his  will. 

If  Fortune  has  a  niggard  been  to  thee, 
Devote  thyfelf  to  thrift,  not  luxury  ; 
And  wifely  make  that  kind  of  food  thy  choice, 
T-o  which  necefTity  con  fines  thy  price. 

Well 
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Well  may  they  fear  fome  miferable  end, 

WTiom  gluttony  and  want  at  once  attend ; 

Whofe  large  voracious  throats  have  fwaUow'd  all, 

Both  land  and  ftock,  intereil  and  principal : 

Well  may  they  fear,  at  length,  vile  Pollio's  fate, 

Who  fold  his  very  ring  to  purchafe  meat ; 

And,  though  a  knight,  'mongft  common  flavesnow  ilands. 

Begging  an  alms  with  undiiiinguifh'd  hands. 

Sure  fudden  death  to  fuch  ihould  welcom.e  be, 

On  whom  each  added  year  heaps  mifer)', 

Scorn,  poverty,  reproach,  and  infamy. 

But  there  are  ileps  in  villainy  which  thefe 

Obferve  to  tread  and  follow  by  degrees. 

Money  they  borrow,  and  from  all  that  lend, 

"\^Tiich,  never  meaning  to  reilore,  they  fpend  ; 

But  that  and  their  fmall  ilock  of  credit  gone. 

Left  Rome  fhould  grow  too  warm,  from  thence  they  run  ; 

For  of  late  years  'tis  no  more  fcandal  grown, 

For  debt  and  roguery  to  quit  the  town. 

Than,  in  the  midft  of  fummer's  fcorching  heat. 

From  crowds,  and  noife,  and  bufmefs,  to  retreat. 

One  only  grief  fuch  fugitives  can  find, 

Reflefting  on  the  pleafures  left  behind. 

The  plays  and  loofe  diverfions  of  the  place  ; 

But  not  one  blufh  appears  for  the  difgrace. 

Ne'er  was  of  modefty  fo  great  a  dearth. 

That  out  of  countenance  Virtue's  fled  from  earth  ; 

Baffled,  cxpos'd  to  ridicule  and  fcom. 

She's  with  Aftrea  gone,  not  to  return. 

O  4  Thrt 
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This  day,  my  Perficus,  thou  fhalt  perceive 
Whether  myfelf  I  keep  thofe  rules  I  give, 
Or  elfe  an  unfufpefted  glutton  live  ; 
If  moderate  fare  and  abftinence  I  prize 
In  public,  yet  in  private  gormandize. 
E%-ander's  feaft  re^^v'd,  to-day  thou'lt  fee. ; 
That  poor  Evander,  I,  and  thou  fhalt  be 
ATcides  and  ^neas  both  to  me. 
Meantime.  I  fend  you  now  your  bill  of  fare ; 
Be  not  furpris'd  that  'tis  all  homely  cheer : 
For  nothing  from  the  fhambles  I  provide. 
But  from  my  own  fmall  farm  the  tendereft  kid, 
And  fatteft  of  my  fleck,  a  fuckling  yet. 
That  ne'er  had  nourifhment  but  from  the  teat ; 
No  bitter  willow-tops  have  been  its  food. 
Scarce  grafs ;   its  veins  havf  more  of  milk  than  blood. 
Next  that,  fhall  mountain  'fparagus  be  laid, 
Pull'd  by  fome  plain,  but  cleanly  country  maid. 
The  largeft  eggs,  yet  vrarm  within  their  neil, 
Together  with  the  hens  which  laid  them,  dreft ; 
Chillers  of  grapes  preferv'd  for  half  a  year, 
"Which  plump  and  frelh  as  on  the  vines  appear; 
Apples  of  a  ripe  flavour,  freih  and  fair, 
Mixt  with  .the  Syrian  and  the  Signian  pear, 
Mellow'd  by  winter,  from  their  cruder  juice, 
Light  of  digellion  now,  ajnd  fit  for  ufe. 

Such  food  as  this  would  have  been  heretofore 
Accounted  riot  in  a  fenator  : 
When  the  good  Curius  thought  it  no  difgrace, 
SrVith  his  own  hands  a  few  fmall  herbs  to  drefs  ', 

.Z  And 
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■And  from  his  little  garden  cull'd  a  feaft, 
"Which  fetter'd  flaves  would  now  difdain  to  tafte ; 
For  fcarce  a  flave,  but  has  to  dinner  now, 
The  well-drefs'd  paps  of  a  fat  pregnant  fow. 

But  heretofore  'twas  thought  a  fumptuous  treat. 
On  birth-days,  feftivals,  or  days  of  llate, 
A  fait'  dry  flitch  of  bacon  to  prepare  : 
If  they  had  frelh  meat,  'twas  delicious  fare  ! 
Which  rarely  happened :   and  'twas  highly  priz'd 
If  aught  was  left  of  what  they  facrilic^d. 
To  entertainments  of  this  kind  would  come 
The  wcrithicll  and  the  greateil  men  in  Rome  ; 
Nay,  feidom  any  at  fuch  treats  were  feen. 
But  thofe  who  had,  at  leaft,  thrice  confuls  been  ; 
Or  the  dictator's  office  had  difcharg'd, 
And  now  from  honourable  toil  enlarg'd, 
Retird  to  hufband  and  m.anure  the  land. 
Humbling  themfelves  to  thofe  they  might  command. 
Then  might  y'  have  feen  the  good  old  general  haile. 
Before  th'  appointed  hour,  to  fuch  a  feall ; 
His  fpade  aloft,  as  'twere  in  triumph  held. 
Proud  ot  the  conquell  of  fome  flubborn  field. 
'Twas  then  when  pious  confuls  bore  the  fway, 
And  vice,  difcourag'd,  pale  and  trembling  lay, 
Our  cenfors  then  were  fubjeft  to  the  law^, 
Ev'n  Power  itfelf  of  Juftice  flood  in  awe. 
It  was  not  then  a  Roman's  anxious  thought, 
Where  largefl  tortoife-fhells  were  to  be  bought. 
Where  pearls  might  of  the  greateil  price  be  had. 
And  fhining  jewels  to  adorn  his  bed, 
That  he  at  vail  expence  might  loll  his  head. 

Plala 
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Plain  was  his  couch,  and  only  rich  his  mind  ; 

Contentedly  he  flept,  as  cheaply  as  he  din'd. 

The  foldier  then,  in  Grecian  arts  unf]<ill'd. 

Returning  rich  with  plunder  from  the  field  j 

If  cups  of  filver  or  of  gold  be  brought. 

With  jewels  fet,  and  exquifitely  wrought, 

To  glorious  trappings  ftraight  the  plate  he  tum'd. 

And  with  the  ghttering  fpoil  his  horfe  adorn 'd  ; 

Or  elfe  a  helmet  for  himfelf  he  made, 

"WTiere  various  warlike  figures  were  inlaid  : 

The  Roman  wolf  fuckling  the  twins  was  there. 

And  Mars  himfelf,  arm'd  with  his  fhield  and  fpear, 

Hovering  above  his  creft,  did  dreadful  fhow, 

As  threatening  death  to  each  refilling  foe. 

No  ufe  of  filver,  but  in  arms,  was  known  ; 

Splendid  they  were  in  war,  and  there  alone. 

No  fideboards  then  with  gilded  plate  were  drefs'd. 

No  fweating  flaves  with  mallive  difhes  prefs'd ; 

Expenfive  riot  was  not  underftood. 

But  earthern  platters  held  their  homely  food, 

"WTio  would  not  en\y  them  that  age  of  blifs. 

That  fees  with  fhame  the  luxury  of  this  ? 

Heaven  unwearied  then  did  blefiings  pour. 

And  pitying  Jove  foretold  each  dangerous  hour  ; 

Mankind  were  then  famihar  with  the  god. 

He  fnufPd  their  incenfe  with  a  gracious  nod  ; 

And  would  have  ftill  been  bounteous,  as  of  old. 

Had  we  not  left  him  for  that  idol  gold. 

His  golden  ftatues  hence  the  god  have  driven  : 

For  well  he  knows  where  our 

'Tis  gold  we  worfliip,  though 

Woodi 
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Woods  of  our  own  afforded  tables  then, 

Though  none  can  pleafe  us  now  but  from  Japan. 

Invite  my  lord  to  dine,  and  let  him  have 

The  niceft  difh  his  appetite  can  crave  ; 

But  let  it  on  an  oaken  board  be  fet, 

His  lordfhip  will  grow  fick,  and  cannot  eat  : 

Something's  amifs,  he  knows  not  what  to  think. 

Either  your  venifon's  rank,  or  ointments  {link. 

Order  fome  other  table  to  be  brought, 

Something  at  great  expence  in  India  bought. 

Beneath  w^hofe  orb  large  yawning  panthers  lie, 

Carv'd  on  rich  pedellals  of  ivorj' : 

He  finds  no  more  of  that  offenfive  fmell. 

The  meat  recovers,  and  my  lord  grows  well. 

An  ivory  table  is  a  certain  w'het  ; 

You  would  not  think  how-  heartily  he'll  eat. 

As  if  new  vigour  to  his  teeth  were  fent. 

By  fympathy  from  thofe  o'  th'  elephant. 

But  fuch  fine  feeders  are  no  giiells  for  me  : 
Riot  agrees  not  with  frugality  ; 
Then,  that  unfafhionable  man  am  I, 
With  me  they'd  ftarve  for  want  of  ivor)'  : 
For  not  one  inch  does  my  whole  houfe  afford. 
Not  in  my  very  tables,  or  chefs-board  ; 
Of  bone  the  handles  of  my  knives  are  made, 
Yet  no  ill  tafte  from  thence  affeds  the  blade. 
Or  what  I  carve  ;   nor  is  there  ever  left 
Any  unfavoury  haut-gout  from  the  haft. 

A  hearty  welcome  to  plain  wholefome  meat 
You'll  find,  but  ferv'd  up  in  no  formal  flate  ; 

No 
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No  fewers  nor  dextrous  can-ers  have  I  got, 

Such  as  by  fkilful  Tn-pherus  are  taught  ; 

In  whofe  fam'd  fchools  the  various  forms  appear 

Of  tiihes,  beads,  and  all  the  fowls  o'  th'  air ; 

And  where,  with  blunted  knives,  his  fcholars  leara 

How  to  diffecl,  and  the  nice  joints  difcern  ; 

^^^lile  ail  the  neighbours  are  with  noife  oppreft, 

From  the  harlh  car%ing  of  his  wooden  feafl. 

On  me  attends  a  raw  unfkilful  lad. 

On  fragnrcnts  fed,  in  homely  garments  clad, 

At  once  my  caner,  and  my  Ganymede  : 

With  dihgence  he'll  ferve  us  while  we  dine, 

And  in  plain  beechen  veffels  fill  our  wine. 

No  beauteous  boys  I  keep,  from  Phrygia  brought. 

No  catamites,  by  fliameful  pandars  taught : 

Only  to  me  two  home-bred  youths  belong, 

Unfkill'd  in  any  but  their  mother-tongue  ; 

Alike  in  feature  both,  and  garb  appear. 

With  honcft  faces,  though  with  uncurl'd  hair. 

This  day  thou  fhalt  my  rural  pages  fee, 

For  I  have  di-eil  them  both  to  wait  on  thee. 

Of  country  fwains  they  both  were  bom,  and  one 

Islv  ploughman's  is,  t'  other  my  fhepherd's  fon  ; 

A  cheerful  fweetnefs  in  his  looks  he  has. 

And  innocence  unartful  in  his  face  : 

Though  fometimes  fadnefs  will  o'crcafl  the  joy. 

And  gentle  fighs  break  from  the  tender  boy  ; 

His  abfence  from  his  mother  oft'  he'll  mourn. 

And  with  his  eves  look  wilkes  to  return  ; 
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Longing  to  fee  his  tender  kids  again. 
And  feed  his  lambs  upon  the  flowery  plain. 
A  modell  blufn  he  wears,  not  form'd  by  art, 
Free  from  deceit  his  face,  and  full  as  free  his  heart. 
Such  looks,  fuch  bafhfulnefs,  might  well  adorn 
The  cheeks  of  youths  that  are  more  nobly  bom 
But  noblemen  thofe  humble  graces  fcom. 
This  youth  to-day  fhaU  my  (mall  treat  attend. 
And  only  he  with  wine  fhall  fen.-e  my  friend, 
With  wine  from  his  own  country  brought,  and  made 
From  the  fame  vines,  beneath  whofe  fruitful  fnade 
He  and  his  wanton  kids  have  often  play'd. 
But  you,  perhaps,  expect  a  modiHi  feail. 
With  amorous  fongs  and  wanton  dances  grac'd  ; 
V.  hen  fprightly  females,  to  the  middle  bare. 
Trip  lightly  o*er  the  groimd,  and  friik  in  air  ; 
Whofe  pliant  limbs  in  various  poftures  move, 
And  twine  and  bound  as  in  the  rage  of  love. 
Such  fights  the  languid  nerves  to  action  ilir. 
And  jaded  lufl  fprings  forward  with  this  fpur. 
Virtue  would  (brink  to  hear  this  lewdnefs  told. 
Which  hufbands  now  do  with  their  wives  behold  ; 
A  needful  help,  to  make  them  both  approve 
The  dry  embraces  of  long-wedded  love. 
In  nuptial  cinders  tliis  revives  the  fire, 
And  turns  their  mutual  loathing  to  defire. 
But  ihe,  who  by  her  fex's  charter  mull 
Have  double  pleafure  paid,  feels  double  luft  ; 
Apace  fhe  warms  vi-ith  an  immoderate  heat. 
Strongly  her  bofom  heaves,  and  pulfes  beat ; 

With 
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With  glowing  cheeks  and  trembHng  h'ps  fhe  lies, 

With  arms  expanded,  and  with  naked  thighs, 

Sucking  in  paflion  both  at  ears  and  eyes. 

But  this  becomes  not  me  nor  my  eftate  ; 

Thefe  are  the  vicious  follies  of  the  great. 

Let  him  who  does  on  ivory  tables  dine, 

"Whofe  marble  floors  with  drunken  fpawlings  Ihine  ; 

Let  him  lafcivious  fongs  and  dances  have. 

Which,  or  to  fee,  or  hear,  the  Icwdeil  flave, 

The  vileft  proflitute  in  all  the  ftews, 

With  bafhful  indignation  would  refufe. 

But  fortune,  there,  extenuates  the  crime  ; 

What's  vice  in  me,  is  only  mirth  in  him  : 

The  fruits  which  murder,  cards,  or  dice  afford, 

A  veftal  ravifh'd,  or  a  m.atron  whor'd, 

Are  laudable  divcrfions  in  a  lord. 

But  my  poor  entertainment  is  defign'd 
T'  afford  you  pleafures  of  another  kind  ; 
Yet  with  your  tafte  your  hearing  fhall  be  fed. 
And  Homer's  facrcd  lines  and  Virgil's  read  ; 
Either  of  whom  does  all  mankind  excel. 
Though  which  exceeds  the  other  none  can  tell. 
It  matters  not  with  what  ill  tone  thev  're  funcr ; 
Verfe  fo  fublimely  good  no  voice  can  wrong. 

Now  then  be  all  thy  weighty  cares  away, 
Th\' jealoufies  and  fears  ;  and,  while  you  may, 
To  peace  and  fofit  repofe  give  all  the  dav. 
From  thoughts  of  debt,  or  any  worldly  ill, 
Be  free  ;  be  all  uneafy  paflion  Hill. 

What 
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What  though  thy  wife  do  \vith  the  morning  light 
(When  thou  in  vain  haft  toiPd  and  drudged  all  night) 
Steal  from  thy  bed  and  houfe,  abroad  to  roam, 
And,  having  quench'd  her  flame,  come  breathlefs  home, 
Fleck'd  in  her  face,  and  with  diforder'd  hair, 
Htr  garments  ruffled,  and  her  bofom  bare  ; 
With  ears  ftill  tingling,  and  her  eyes  on  fire. 
Half  drown'd  in  fin,  ftill  burning  in  deiire  : 
Whilft  you  are  forc'd  to  wink,  and  feem  content. 
Swelling  \%-ith  paflion,  which  you  dare  not  vent ; 
Nay,  if  you  would  be  free  from  night-alarms, 
You  muft  feem  fond,  and  doating  on  her  charms 
Take  her  (the  laft  of  twenty)  to  your  arms. 
Let  this,  and  every  other  anxious  thought, 
At  th'  entrance  of  my  threihold  be  forgot ; 
All  thy  domeftic  griefs  at  home  be  left. 
The  wife's  adultery,  with  the  fen-ants'  theft  ; 
And  (the  moft  racking  thought  which  can  intrude) 
Forget  falfe  friends  and  their  ingratitude. 
Let  us  our  peaceful  mirth  at  home  begin, 
W^hile  Megalenfian  ftiows  are  in  the  Circus  feen  ; 
There  (to  the  bane  of  horfes)  in  high  ft^te 
The  Praetor  fits  on  a  triumphal  feat ; 
Vainly  with  enfigns  and  vrlth  robes  adorn'd. 
As  if  with  conqueft  from  the  wars  returnM. 
This  day  all  Rome,   (if  I  may  be  allow'd, 
Without  offence  to  fuch  a  numerous  crowd. 
To  fay  all  Rome)  will  in  the  Circus  fweat ; 
Echoes  already  do  their  Ihouts  repeat ; 

Methinks 


««S  CONGREVE'S    POEMS^ 

Methinks  I  hear  the  cr)' — "  Away,  away, 

**  The  green  have  won  the  honour  of  the  day." 

Oh,  fhould  thefe  fports  be  but  one  year  forborn, 

Rome  would  in  tears  her  lov'd  diverfion  mourn  ; 

For  that  would  now  a  caufe  of  forrow  yield. 

Great  as  the  lofs  of  Cannae's  fatal  field. 

Such  fhows  as  thefe  were  not  for  us  defign'd, 

But  vigorous  youth  toaftive  fports  inclin'd. 

On  beds  of  rofes  laid,  let  us  repofe. 

While  round  our  heads  refrelhing  ointment  flows  ; 

Our  aged  Hmbs  we'll  bafk  in  Phoebus*  rays, 

And  Hve  this  day  devoted  to  our  eafe. 

Early  to-day  we'll  to  the  bath  repair. 

Nor  need  we  now  the  common  cenfure  fear : 

On  feftivals  it  is  allow'd  no  crime 

To  bathe  and  eat  before  the  ufual  time  ; 

But  that  continued,  would  a  loathing  give, 

Nor  could  you  thus  a  week  together  live  : 

Eor  frequent  ufe  would  the  dehght  exclude  ;  . 

Pleafure's  a  toil  when  confbntly  purfued*. 
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PROLOGUE 

T     O 

Q_    U      E      E      N  MARY, 

CPON   HER    majesty's   COMING    TO  SEE    THE  OLD   BACHE- 
LOR,  AFTER   HAVIN&  SEEN  THE   DOUBLE  DBALEK. 

"DY  this  repeated  act  of  grace,  we  fee 

-^   Wit  is  again  the  care  of  Majefty  j 

And  while  thus  honour'd  our  proud  ftage  appears, 

"We  feem  to  rival  ancient  theatres. 

Thus  flourifhM  wit  in  our  forefathers'  age. 

And  thus  the  Roman  and  Athenian  ilage. 

Whofe  wit  is  befl,  we'll  not  prefume  to  tell ; 
But  this  we  know,  our  audience  will  excel : 
For  never  was  in  Rome,  nor  Athens,  feen 
So  fair  a  circle,  and  fo  bright  a  Queen. 

Long  has  the  Mufes'  land  been  overcaft, 
And  many  rough  and  ilormy  winters  paft  ; 
Hid  from  the  world,  and  thrown  in  fhades  of  night. 
Of  heat  depriv'd,  and  aimoft  void  of  light : 
Vv'hile  Wit,  a  hardy  plant,  of  nature  bold. 
Has  ftruggled  ftrongly  with  the  killing  cold  i 
So  does  it  ftiil  through  oppofition  grow. 
As  if  its  root  was  warmer  kept  by  fnow  r 
But  when  (hot  forth,  then  draw3  the  danger  near, 
On  every  iide  the  gathering  winds  appear, 
And  blafts  deftroy  that  fruit,  v«'hich  frolts  would  fpare 
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But  now,  new  vigour  and  new  life  it  knows, 
And  warmth  that  from  this  royal  prefence  flows. 

O  would  fhe  fhine  with  rays  more  frequent  here  ! 
How  gay  would  then  this  drooping  land  appear  ! 
Then,  like  the  fun,  with  pleafure  fhe  might  view 
The  fmlling  earth,  cloth'd  by  her  beams  anew. 
O'er  all  the  meads  fhould  various  flowers  be  feen 
MIx'd  with  the  laurel's  never-fading  green, 
The  new  creation  of  a  gracious  Qu_een. 

EPILOGUE 
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AT    THE     0?£XING    OF    THE 

QUEEN'S  THEATRE,    IN    THE    HAY-MARKET, 
WITH    AN    ITALIAN    PASTORAL- 

TT7  HAT  EVER  future  fate  our  houfe  may  find, 

At  prefent  we  expect  you  fnould  be  kind ; 
Jnconilancy  It f elf  can  claim  no  right, 
33efore  enjoyment  and  the  Avedding-night. 
You  muft  be  fix'd  a  little  ere  you  range, 
You  muft  be  true  till  you  have  time  to  change, 
A  vvcek,  at  leaft  ;  one  night  is  fure  too  foon  ; 
But  we  pretend  not  to  a  honey-moon. 
To  novelty  we  know  you  can  be  true. 
But  what,  alas  !   or  who,  is  always  new  ? 

This  day,  without  prefumption,  we  pretend 
With  novelty  entire  you're  entertain'd  ^ 

.2  For 
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For  Tiot  alone  our  horufe  and  fcencs  are  new, 
Our  fonor  and  dance,  but  ev'n  our  actors  too. 
Our  play  itfelf  has  fomething  in't  uncommon, 
Two  faithful  lovers,  and  one  conftant  woman. 
In  fweet  Italian  ftrains  our  Ihepherds  fmg, 
Of  harmlefs  loves  our  painted  forefts  ring, 
In  notes,  perhaps,  lefs  foreign  than  the  thing. 
To  found  and  fhow  at  firft  we  make  pretence, 
In  time  we  may  regale  you  with  feme  fenfe, 
But  that,  at  prefent,  were  too  great  expence. 
V\'e  only  fear  the  beaux  may  think  it  hard. 
To  be  to-night  from  fmutty  jefts  debarr'd  : 
But,  in  good-breeding,  fure  they'll  once  excufe 
Ev'n  modefly,  when  in  a  flranger-mufe. 
The  day's  at  hand  when  we  fhall  fnift  the  fcene. 
And  to  yourfelves  faew  your  dear  felves  again ; 
Paint  the  reverfe  of  what  you've  feen  to-day. 
And  in  bold  ftrokes  the  vicious  town  difplay. 


PRO  LOGUE 

T    O 

P  Y  R  R  H  U  S      KING      OF     E  P  I  R  U  S, 
A    TRAGEDY,    BY    CHARLES    HOPKINS. 


This  way  of  war  does  our  example  yield  ; 

That  Itage  will  win,  v/hich  longeil  keeps  the  field. 

P2  Wc 
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We  mean  not  battle,  when  we  bid  defiance  ; 

But  itarving  one  another  to  compliance. 

Our  troops  encamp'd  are  by  each  other  view'd  ; 

And  thofe  which  lirll  are  hungry,  are  fubdued. 

And  there,  in  truth,  depends  the  great  decifion  ; 

They  conquer,  who  cut  off  the  foes*  provifion. 

Let  fools  with  knocks  and  bruifes  keep  a  pother, 

Our  war  and  trade  is  to  outwit  each  other. 

But,  hold  :  will  not  the  politicians  teU  us. 

That  both  our  condud  and  our  forefight  fail  us  }. 

To  raife  recruits,  and  draw  new  forces  down  ; 

Thus,  in  the  dead  vacation  of  the  town. 

To  mufter  up  our  rhymes,  without  our  reafon,, 

And  forage  for  an  audience  out  of  feafon  ? 

Our  author's  fears  mull  this  falfe  ftep  excufe  ; 

'Tis  the  firll  flight  of  a  juft-feather'd  Mufe  : 

Th'  oecafion  ta'en,  when  critics  are  away ; 

Halfwits  and  beaux,  thofe  ravenous  birds  of  prey. 

But,*  Heaven  be  prais'd,  far  hence  they  vent  their  wrath. 

Mauling,  in  mild  lampoon,  th'  intriguing  Bath. 

Thus  does  our  author  his  firil  flight  commence  ; 

Thus,  againft  friends  at  firfl;,  with  foils  we  fence  : 

Thus  prudent  Giracrack  try'd  if  he  were  able 

(Ere  he*d  wet  foot)  to  fvv'im  upon  a  table. 

Then  fpare  the  youth  ;  or,  if  you'll  damn  the  play, 
Let  bun  but  firil  have  his,  then  take  your  day. 
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EPILOGUE 

T    O 

O        R         O        O         N        O         K        O. 

XT'OU  fee  we  try  all  fhapes,  and  fhifts,  and  arts, 

"*-     To  tempt  your  favours,  and  regain  your  hearts. 
We  weep,  and  laugh,  join  mirth  and  grief  together, 
Like  rain  and  funfhine  mix^d  in  April  weather. 
Your  different  tailes  divide  our  poet's  cares  : 
One  foot  the  fock,  t'  other  the  buflcin  wears  : 
Thus  while  he  flrives  to  pleafe,  he's  forc'd  to  do't, 
Like  Volfcius,  hip-hop,  in  a  fmgle  boot. 
Criticks,  he  knows,  for  this  may  damn  his  books  : 
But  he  makes  feafts  for  friends,  and  not  for  cooks. 
Though  en-ant-knights  of  late  no  favour  find, 
Sure  you  will  be  to  ladies-errant  kind. 
To  follow  fame,  knights-errant  make  profefilon  : 
We  damfels  fly,  to  fave  our  reputation  : 
So  they  their  valour  fhow  ;  we,  our  difcretion. 
To  lands  of  monfters  and  fierce  beafts  they  go  : 
We  to  thofe  iflands  where  rich  hufbands  grow : 
Though  they're  no  monfters,  we  may  make  them  fo 
If  they're  of    Englilh  growth,  they'll  bear 't    with 

patience  : 
But  fave  us  from  a  fpoufe  of  Oroonoko*s  nations  1 
Then  blefs  your  ftars,  you  happy  London  wives. 
Who  love  at  large,  each  day,  yet  keep  your  lives : 

P3  Nor 
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Nor  en^7■  poor  Imolnda's  doating  blindnefs. 

Who  thought  her  hufhand  kilPd  her  out  of  kindnefs 

Death  with  a  hufoand  ne'er  had  fhewn  fuch  charms. 

Had  file  once  died  within  a  lover's  arms. 

Her  error  was  ftom  ignorance  proceeding  : 

Poor  foul !  fhe  wanted  fome  of  our  town-breeding 

Forgive  this  Indian's  fondnefs  of  her  fpoufe  ; 

Their  law  no  chriilian  liberty  allows  : 

Alas  !  they  make  a  confcience  of  their  vows  ! 

If  virtue  in  a  heathen  be  a  fault, 

Then  damn  the  heathen  fchool  where  fhe  was  taught. 

She  might  have  learn'd  to  cuckold,  jilt,  and  fham, 

Had  Covent-Garden  been  in  Surinam. 

PROLOGUE 


TO      THE 
HUSBAND      HIS      OWN      CUCKOLD* 

A    COMEDY,    WRITTEN    BY    MR.    J.    DRYDEN,    JUN. 

'T^HIS  year  has  been  remarkable  two  ways, 
"^     For  blooming  poets,  and  for  blafted  plays  z 
WeH'C  been  by  much  appearing  plenty  mock'd. 
At  once  both  tantaHz'd  and  over-ilock'd. 
Our  authors  too,  by  their  fuccefs  of  late. 
Begin  to  think  third-days  are  out  of  date. 
What  can  the  caufe  be,  that  our  plays  won't  keep, 
Unlefs  they  have  a  rot  fome  years,  like  Iheep  ? 

For 
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For  our  parts,  we  confefs,  we  're  quite  afhani'd, 
To  read  fuch  weekly  bills  of  poets  damn'd. 
Each  parifli  knows  'tis  but  a  mournful  cafe 
"When  chriilenings  fall,  and  funerals  increafe. 
Thus  'tis,  and  thus  'twill  be  when  we  are  dead. 
There  will  be  writers  which  will  ne'er  be  read. 
Why  will  you  be  fuch  wits,  and  WTite  fuch  things  ? 
You're  willing  to  be  wafps,  but  want  the  flings. 
Let  not  your  fpleen  provoke  you  to  that  height  ; 
'Odshfe!  you  don't  know  what  you  do,  firs,  when  you 

write. 
You'll  find  that  Pegafus  has  tricks,  when  try'd,         ^ 
Though  you  make  nothing  on't,  but  up  and  ride :     > 
Ladies  and  all,  i'faith,  now  get  afiride.  -^^ 

Contrinng  charaders,  and  fcenes,  and  plots. 
Is  grown  as  common  now,  as  knitting  knots: 
With  the  fame  eafe,  and  negligence  of  thought. 
The  charming  play  is  writ,  and  fringe  is  wrought.^ 
Though  this  be  frightful,  yet  we're  more  afraid, 
WHien  ladies  leave,  that  beaux  will  take  the  trade  : 
Thus  far  'tis  well  enough,  if  here  'twould  flop. 
But  fhould  they  write,  we  mufl  e*en  fhut  up  fliop. 
How  fhall  we  make  this  mode  of  writing  fmk  ? 
A  mode,  faid  I  ?  'tis  a  difeafe  I  think, 
A  llubbom  tetter  that's  not  cur'd  with  ink. 
For  ftill  it  fpreads,  till  each  th'  infection  takes. 
And  feizes  ten,  for  one  that  it  forfakes. 
Our  play  to-day  is  fprung  from  none  of  thefe  ; 
Nor  fhould  you  damn  it,  though  it  does  not  pleafe 
Since  born  without  the  bounds  of  your  four  feas- 
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For  if  you  grant  no  favour  as  'tis  new, 
Yet  as  a  ftranger,  there  is  fomething  due : 
From  Rome  (to  try  its  fate)  this  play  v^-zs  fent  ; 
Start  not  at  Rome  !   for  there's  no  popery  meant : 
Though  there  the  poet  may  his  dwelHng  choofe, 
Yet  ftill  he  knows  his  country  claims  his  Mufe. 
Hither  an  offering  his  firft-born  he  fends, 
Whofe  good,  or  ill  fuccefs,  on  you  depends. 
Yet  he  has  hope  fome  kindnefs  may  be  fhown, 
As  due  to  greater  merit  than  his  own, 
And  begs  the  fire  may  for  the  fon  atone. 
There's  his  lail  refuge,  if  the  play  don't  take, 
Yer  fpare  young  Dr^-den  for  liis  father's  fake. 
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PROLOGUE 

T    O 

A       VERY       GOOD       WIFE, 

A     C  O  M  E  D   Y,    E  Y     P  O  W  £  L  L. 

SPOKEN      BY      MR.      HAINES. 

TTERE's  a  young  fellow  here — an  aftor — Powell — 
"*■  "*'  One  whofe  perfon,  perhaps,you  all  may  know  well; 
And  he  has  \sTit  a  play — ^this  very  play  -_ 

Which  you  are  all  come  here  to  fee,  to-day  ;  fl 

And  fo,  it  being  an  ufual  thing  to  fpeak  *^ 

Something  or  other  for  the  author's  fake,  > 

Before  the  play  (in  hopes  to  mak^  it  take)  J 

I'm 
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I'm  come,  being  his  friend  and  fellow-player, 
T7o  fay  what  (if  you  pleafe)  you're  like  to  hear. 

Firft  know,  that  favour  which  Pd  fain  have  fhown, 

I  afk  not  for,  in  his  name,  but  my  own  ; 

For,  without  vanity,  I'm  better  known. 

Mean  time  then,  let  me  beg  you  would  forbear 

Your  cat-calls,  and  the  inllruments  of  war. 
For  mercy,  mercy,  at  your  feet  we  fall, 
Before  your  roaring  gods  deftroy  us  all ! 

I'll  fpeak  with  words  fweet  as  diililling  honey, 

With  words — as  if  I  meant  to  borrow  money  ; 

Fair,  gentle  firs,  moft  foft  alluring  beaux, 

Think  'tis  a  lady,  that  for  pity  fues. 

Bright  ladies — but  to  gain  the  ladies  grace, 

I  think  I  need  no  more  than  fhew  my  face. 

Next  then,  you  authors,  be  not  you  fevere ; 

Why,  what  a  fwarm  of  fcribblers  have  we  here  ! 

One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix,  feven,  eight,  nine,  ten. 

All  in  one  row,  and  brothers  of  the  pen. 

All  would  be  poets  ;  well,  your  favour's  due 

To  this  day's  author,  for  he's  one  of  you. 

Among  the  few  which  are  of  noted  fame, 

I'm  fafe  ;  for  I  myfelf  am  one  of  them. 

You've  feen  me  fmoke  at  Will's  among  the  wits ; 

I'm  witty  too,  as  they  are — that's  by  fits. 

Now,  you,  our  city  friends,  who  hither  come 

By  three  o'clock,  to  make  fure  elbow-room  : 

While  fpoufe,  tuckt-up,  does  in  her  pattens  trudge  it,> 
With  handkerchief  of  prog,  like  troll  with  budget,  J- 
And  here,  by  turns,  you  eat  plumb-cake  and  judge  it ;  J 

Pray 
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Pray  be  you  kind,  let  me  your  grace  importune. 

Or  elfe — egad,  I'll  tell  you  all  your  fortune. 

Well  now,  I  have  but  one  thing  more  to  fay. 

And  that's  in  reference  to  our  third  day  ; 

An  odd  requeft — may  be  you'll  think  it  fo  ; 

Pray  come,  whether  you  like  the  play  or  no  ; 

And  if  you'll  ftay,  we  fhall  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

If  not — leave  your  h^-crowns,  and  peace  be  wi*'you! 


R        O        L        O        G        U 


TO      THE 


R  T, 


ox     THE 


Q^UEEN'S      BIRTH-DAY, 

1704. 

^  J  ^  H  E  happy  Mufe,  to  this  high  fcene  preferr  d,^ 
-*■     Hereafter  (hall  in  loftier  ili-ains  be  heard  ; 
And,  foaring  to  tranfcend  her  ufual  theme, 
Shall  fmg  of  virtue  and  heroic  fame. 
No  longer  fhall  (he  toil  upon  the  ftage. 
And  fruitlefs  war  with  vice  and  folly  wage ; 
No  more  in  mean  difguife  fhe  fhall  appear, 
And  fhapes  fhe  would  reform  be  forc'd  to  w^ar  :- 
While  ignorance  and  malice  join  to  blame. 
And  break  the  mirror  that  reflects  their  fhame. 

Hence- 
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Henceforth  fhe  iliall  purfue  a  nobler  taf?<:, 

Shew  her  bright  virgin  face,  and  fcorn  the  fatyr's  mafk. 

Happy  her  future  days!  which  are  defign'd 

Alone  to  paint  the  beauties  of  the  mind  : 

By  juil  originals  to  draw  with  care, 

And  copy  from  the  court  a  faultlefs  fair: 

Such  labours  with  fuccefs  her  hopes  may  crown, 

And  fhame  to  manners  an  incorrigible  town. 

While  this  defign  her  eager  thought  purfues, 
Such  various  virtues  all  around  fhe  views, 
She  knows  not  where  to  fix,  or  which  to  choofe. 
Yet  ftill  ambitious  of  the  daring  flight. 
One  only  awes  her  vath  fuperior  light. 
From  that  attempt  the  confcious  Mufe  retires, 
Nor  to  inimitable  worth  afpires  ; 
But  fecretly  applauds,  and  filently  admires. 

Hence  fhe  reflects  upon  the  genial  ray 
That  firfl:  enliven'd  this  aufpicious  day: 
On  that  bright  ftar,  to  whofe  indulgent  power 
We  owe  the  blefiings  of  the  prefent  hour. 
Concurring  omens  of  propitious  fate 
Bore,  with  one  facred  birth,  an  equal  date  ; 
Whence  we  derive  whatever  we  poflefs. 
By  foreign  conqueft,  or  domefl;ic  peace. 

Then,  Britain,  then,  thy  dawn  of  blifs  begun ; 
Then  broke  the  morn  that  h'ghted  up  this  fun  ! 
Then  was  it  doom'd  whofe  councils  fliould  fucceed. 
And  by  whofe  arm  the  chrifl.ian  world  be  freed  ; 
Then  the  fierce  foe  was  pre-ordain'd  to  yield. 
And  then  the  battle  won  at  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 


C     =^^0     ] 
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AMARYLLIS    for   AMY  NT  AS, 

A  PASTORAL; 

LAMENTING    THE    DEATH 
OF     THE     LATE 

LORD  MAR  Q^U  IS    of    B  L  A  N  D  F  O  R  D, 

INSCaiBED      TO     THE 

RIGHT     HOXOURAELE     THE     LORD     GODOLFKn:, 
LORD  HIGH    TREASURER  OF   ENGLAND. 

<*  Quails  populea  moerens  Philomela  fub  umbra 
*'  Amiffos  queritur  fcecus  — 

^' miferabile  canrren 

*'  Integrat,  &  moeftis  late  loca  queftibus  implet/' 

ViRG.  Geor.  4. 


the  time  when  new-returning  light 


'T^  WAS  at 

With  welcome  rays  begins  to  cheer  the  light ; 
^\^len  grateful  birds  prepare  their  thanks  to  pay. 
And  warble  hymns  to  hail  the  dawning  day  ; 
"WTien  woolly  flocks  their  bleating  cries  renew, 
And  from  their  fkecy  fides  firft  fnake  the  filver  dew. 

'Twas 


} 
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'Twas  then  that  Amai^'Hls,  heavenly  fair. 
Wounded  with  grief,  and  wild  with  her  defpair, 
Forfook  her  myrtle  bower,  and  rofy  bed. 
To  tell  the  winds  her  woes,   and  mourn  Amyntas 

dead. 
Who  had  a  heart  fo  hard,  that  heard  her  cries 
And  did  not  weep  ?  who  fuch  relentlefs  eyes  ? 
Tigers  and  wolves  their  wonted  rage  forego. 
And  dumb  diftrefs,  and  new  compaflion  fhow ; 
As  taught  by  her  to  tafte  of  human  woe. 
Nature  herfelf  attentive  filence  kept, 
And  motion  feem'd  fufpended  while  fhe  wept ; 
The  rifing  fun  reftrain'd  his  fiery  courfe. 
And  rapid  rivers  lillen'd  at  their  fource  ; 
Ev'n  Echo  fear'd  to  catch  the  flying  found, 
Leil  repetition  fhould  her  accents  drown ; 
The  very  morning  wind  withheld  his  breeze. 
Nor  fann'd  v\*ith  fragrant  wings  the  noifelefs  trees  ; 
As  if  the  gentle  Zephyr  had  been  dead, 
And  in  the  grave  with  loved  Amyntas  laid. 
No  noife,  no  whifpering  figh,  no  murmuring  groan, 
Prefum'd  to  mingle  with  a  mother's  moan  j 
Her  cries  alone  her  anguifh  could  exprefs. 
All  other  mourning  would  have  made  it  lefs. 

"  Hear  me,"  fhe  cried,  "  ye  nym^phs  and  fylvan  gods, 
**  Inhabitants  of  thefe  once-lov'd  abodes  ; 
*'  Hear  my  diftrefs,  and  lend  a  pitying  ear, 
**  Hear  my  complaint — you  would  not  hear  my  prayer  ; 
*'  The  lofs  which  you  prevented  not,  deplore, 
**  And  mourn  with  me  Amyntas  now  no  more. 

<*  Have 
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"  Have  I  not  caufe,  ye  cruel  powers,  to  mourn  ? 
*'  Lives  there  like  me  another  wretch  forltm  ? 
<*  Tell  me,  thou  fun  that  round  the  world  doth  fhine, 
*'  Haft  thou  beheld  another  lofs  like  mine  ? 
*'  Ye  winds,  who  on  your  wings  fad  accents  bear, 
*'  And  catch  the  founds  of  forrow  and  defpair, 
"  Tell  me  if  e'er  your  tender  pinions  bore 
"  Such  weight  of  woe,  fuch  deadly  fighs,  before  ? 
**  Tell  me,  thou  earth,  on  whofe  wide  fpreading  bsfc 
"  The  wretched  load  is  laid  of  human  race, 
*'  Doft  thou  not  feel  thyfelf  with  me  oppreft  ? 
*'  Lie  all  the  dead  fo  h^eavy  on  thy  breaft  ? 
**  When  ho^ry  winter  on  thy  fhrinking  head 
"  His  ic\',  cold,  depreffing  hand  has  laid, 
*'  Haft  thou  not  felt  lefs  chillnefs  in  thy  veins  ? 
*'  Do  I  not  pierce  thee  with  more  freezing  pains  ? 
*'  But  why  to  thee  do  I  relate  my  woe, 
*'  Thou  cruel  earth,  my  moft  remorfelefs  foe, 
**  Within  whofe  darkfome  womb  the  grave  is  made, 
«*  "WTiere  all  my  joys  are  \vith  Amyntas  laid  ? 
*•'  What  is't  to  me,  though  on  thy  naked  head 
"  Eternal  winter  fhould  his  horror  ftied, 
*'  Though  all  thy  ner\-e3  are  numb'd  with  endlefs  fi-oft, 
**  And  all  thy  hopes  of  future  fpring  were  loft  ? 
*'  To  m.e  what  comfort  can  the  fpring  aiford  ? 
*'  Can  my  Amyntas  be  with  fpring  reftor'd  ? 
**  Can  all  the  mins  that  fall  from  v.eeping  ikies, 
*''  Unlock  the  tomb  where  my  Amyntas  lies  ? 
**  No,  ne%^er  !   never  ! — Say  then,  rigid  earth, 
**  What  is  to  me  thy  everlafting  dearth  ? 

♦•  Though 
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*'  Though  never  flower  again  its  head  fliould  rear, 

**  Though  never  tree  again  fnould  blofTom  bear, 

<*  Though  never  gmfs  fhould  clothe  the  naked  ground, 

■*'  Nor  ever  healing  plant  or  wholefome  herb  be  found. 

**  None,  none  were  found  when  I  bewail'd  their  want; 

«  Nor  wholefome  herb  was  found,  nor  healing  plant, 

<«  To  cafe  Amyntas  of  his  cruel  pains  ; 

*'  In  vain  I  fearch'd  the  valleys,  hills  and  plains^ 

*'  But  wither'd  leaves  alone  appeared  to  view, 

"  Or  poifonous  weeds  diftilling  deadly  dew, 

*'  And  if  fome  naked  ftalk,  not  quite  decay'd, 

"  To  yield  a  frefli  and  friendly  %ud  t^ffay'd, 

'•'  Soon  as  I  reached  to  crop  the  tender  flioot, 

"  A  fhrieking  mandrake  kill'd  it  at  the  root. 

*'  Witnefs  to  this,  ye  fawns  of  every  wood, 

*'  Who  at  the  prodigy  aftonifh'd  ftood. 

*'  Well  I  remember  what  fad  figns  ye  made, 

*'  VvHiat  fhowers  cvf  unavailing  tears  ye  fhed  ; 

"  How  each  ran  fearful  to  his  moiTy  cave, 

"  WTien  the  laft  gafp  the  dear  Amyntas  gave. 

**  For  then  the  air  was  fill'd  with  dreadful  cries, 

*'  And  fudden  night  o'erfpread  the  darken'd  fkies ; 

*'  Phantoms,  and  fiends,  and  wandering  fires  appear'dy 

"  And  fcreams  of  ill-prefaging  birds  wtre  heard. 

**  The  foreft  fhook,  and  flinty  rocks  were  cleft, 

*'  And  frighted  ftreams  their  wonted  channels  left ; 

*'  With  frantic  grief  overflowing  fruitful  ground, 

**  Where  many  a  herd  and  harmlefs  fwain  was  drown'd; 

**  While  I  forlorn  and  defolate  was  left, 

*'  Of  every  help,  of  every  hope  bereft ; 

"To 
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"  To  every  element  expos'd  I  lay, 

**  And  to  my  griefs  a  more  defencelefs  prey. 

**  For  thee,  Amyntas,  all  thefe  pains  were  borne, 

**  For  thee  thefe  hands  were  wrung,  thefe  hairs  were 

torn  ; 
**  For  thee  my  foul  to  figh  fhall  never  leave, 
**  Tliefe  eyes  to  weep,  this  throbbing  heart  to  heave- 
"  To  mourn  thy  fall,  I'll  fly  the  luted  light, 
*'  And  hide  my  head  in  lliades  of  endlefs  night : 
*'  For  thou  wert  Hgbt,  and  Hfe,  and  health  to  me  ; 
'*  The  fun  but  thanklefs  fhines  th-at  ihews  not  thee. 
**  Wert  thou  not  lovely,  graceful,  good,  and  young  ? 
**  The  joy  of  fight,  the  talk  of  every  tongue  i 
*'  Did  ever  branch  fo  fvveet  a  bJofTom  bear  ? 
**  Or  ever  early  fruit  appear  fo  fair  ? 
**  Bid  ever  youth  fo  far  his  years  tranfcend  ? 
**  Did  ever  life  fo  immaturely  end  ? 
*'  For  thee  the  tunefid  fwains  provided  lays, 
"  And  ever)'  Mufe  prepar'd  thy  future  praife. 
**  For  thee  the  bufy  n)Tnph  ftripp'd  ever}'  grove^ 
"  And  m^TTtle  wreaths  and  floweiy  chaplets  wove. 
**  But  now,  ah  difmal  change  !  the  timeful  throng 
*'  To  loud  lamentings  turn  the  cheerful  fong. 
**  Tlieir  pleafing  taflc  the  weeping  virgins  leave^ 
**  And  with  unfinifhM  garlands  ftrew  thy  graye. 
**  There  let  me  fall,  there,  there  lamenting  lie, 
**  There  grieving  grow  to  earth,  defpair,  and  die.'* 
This  laid,  her  loud  complaint  of  force  fne  ceas'd, 
Excefs  of  grief  ker  faultering  fpeech  fupprefs'd. 

Along. 
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Along  the  ground  her  colder  Hmbs  fhe  laid, 
Where  late  the  grave  was  for  Amyntas  made  ; 
Then  from  her  fwimming  eyes  began  to  pour 
Of  foftly- falling  rain  a  filver  fhower  ; 
Her  loofely-flowing  hair,  all  radiant  bright, 
O'erfpread  the  dewy  grafs  like  llreams  of  light ; 
As  if  the  fun  had  of  his  beams  been  {horn, 
And  call  to  earth  the  glories  he  had  worn. 
A  fight  fo  lovely  fad,  fuch  deep  diilrefs, 
No  tongue  can  tell,  no  pencil  can  exprefs. 

And  now  the  winds,  which  had  fo  long  been  ilill, 
Began  the  fwelling  air  with  fighs  to  fill : 
The  v/atcr-nymphs,  who  motionlefs  remain'dj 
Like  images  of  ice,  while  fhe  complain'd, 
Now  loos'd  their  ftreams  ;   as  when  defcending  rains 
Roll  the  fteep  torrents  headlong  o'er  the  plains. 
The  prone  creation,  who  fo  long  had  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  her  cries,  and  at  her  griefs  amaz'd. 
Began  to  roar  and  howl  with  horrid  yell, 
Difmal  to  hear,  and  terrible  to  tell ; 
Nothing  but  groans  and  fighs  were  heard  around, 
And  Echo  multiplied  each  mournful  found. 

When  all  at  once  an  univerfal  paufe 
Of  grief  was  made,  as  from  fome  fecret  caufe. 
The  balmy  air  with  fragrant  fccnts  was  fiU'd, 
As  if  each  weeping  tree  had  gums  diilill'd. 
Such,  if  not  fweeter,  was  the  rich  perfume 
^Vhich  fwift  afcended  from  Amyntas'  tomb  : 
As  if  th'  Arabian  bird  her  neft  had  fir'd, 
And  on  the  fpicy  pile  were  now  expir'd. 

Vol.  XXXIV.  Q^  And 
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And  now  the  turf,  which  late  was  naked  feen. 
Was  fudden  fpread  with  lively-fpringing  green  j 
And  Aman-llis  faw,  \^4th  wondering  eyes, 
A  flowen-  bed,  where  fhe  had  wept,  arife  ; 
Thick  as  the  pearly  drops  the  fair  had  rtied, 
The  blowing  buds  advanc'd  their  purple  head  ; 
From  ever.-  tear  that  fell  a  violet  grew, 
And  thence  their  Aveetnefs  came,   and  thence  their 
mournful  hue. 

Remember  this,  ye  n}Tnphs  and  gentle  maids, 
WTien  folitude  ye  feek  in  gloomy  fhades  ; 
Or  walk  on  banks  where  filent  waters  flow, 
For  there  this  lovely  fiower  will  love  to  grow.. 
Think  on  Amyntas  oft  as  ye  (hall  ftoop 
To  crop  the  flalks,  and  take  them  foftly  up. 
When  in  your  fnowy  necks  their  fweets  you  wear, 
Give  a  foft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear  : 
To  lov'd  Amyntas  pay  the  tribute  due. 
And  blels  his  peaceful  grave,  where  firfl  they  grew. 

TO         CYNTHIA, 

V/EEPING,    AND    KOT    SPEAKING. 

ELEGY. 

"Xl^THY  are  thofe  hours,  which  Heaven  in  pity  lent 

To  longing  love,  in  fruitlefs  forrow  fpent  ? 
"Why  fighs  my  fair  ?  why  does  that  bofom  move 
With  any  paffion  ftirr'd,  but  rifing  bve  ? 

Can 
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Can  Difcontent  find  place  within  that  breall, 

On  whole  foft  pillows  ev'n  Defpair  might  reft  ? 

Divide  thy  woes,  and  give  me  my  fad  part ; 

I  am  no  ftranger  to  an  aching  heart ; 

Too  well  I  know  the  force  of  inward  grief, 

And  well  can  bear  it  to  gi%-e  you  relief : 

All  love's  fevercil  pangs  I  can  endure  : 

I  can  bear  pain,  though  hopelefs  of  a  cure. 

I  know  what  *tis  to  weep,  and  figh,  and  pray, 

I'o  wake  ail  night,  yet  dread  the  breaking  day  ; 

I  know  what  'tis  to  wifti,  and  hope,  and  all  in  vain. 

And  meet,  for  humble  love,  unkind  difdain  : 

Anger  and  hate  I  have  been  forc'd  to  bear. 

Nay,  jealoufy — and  I  have  felt  defpair. 

Thefe  pains  for  you  I  have  been  forc'd  to  prove, 

For  cruel  you,  when  I  began  to  love. 

Till  \vann  compaiHon  took  at  length  my  part, 

And  melted  to  my  wiili  your  yielding  heart 

O  the  dear  hour  in  which  you  did  relign  ' 

\\'hen  round  my  neck  your 

And,  In  a  kifs,  you  faid  your 

Through  each  returning  year  may  that  hour  b 

DiftlnguIiTi'd  in  the  rounds  of  all  eternity  ; 

Gay  be  the  fun  that  hour  in  all  his  light. 

Let  him  colleft  the  day  to  be  more  bright. 

Shine  all  that  hour,  and  let  the  reft  be  night. 

And  ihall  I  all  this  heaven  of  blifs  receive 

From  you,  yet  not  lament  to  fee  you  grieve  I 

Shall  I,  who  nourifh'd  in  my  breaft  delire. 

When  your  cold  fcom  and  fro\\Tis  forbid  the  fire  ; 

Q_  2  jSovr 


ou  did  refign  !  *> 

willing  arms  did  twine,   > 
ir  heart  was  mine.  J 

} 
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Now  when  a  mutual  flame  you  have  reveal'd. 

And  the  dear  union  of  our  fouls  is  feal'd, 

"When  all  my  joys  complete  in  you  I  find, 

Shall  I  not  fhare  the  foiTows  of  your  mind  ? 

O  tell  me,  tell  me  all — whence  does  arife 

Tliis  fiood  of  tears  ?   whence  are  thefe  frequent  fighs  ^ 

Why  does  that  lovely  head,  Hke  a  fair  flower 

Opprefs'd  with  drops  of  a  hard-falling  fhower, 

Bend  with  its  weight  of  grief,  and  feem  to  grow 

Downward  to  earth,  and  kifs  the  root  of  woe  ? 

JLean-  on  my  breail,  and  let  me  fold  thee  fail, 

Lock'd  in  thefe  arms,  think  all  thy  forrows  paft  ; 

Or  what  remain  think  lighter  made  by  me  ; 

So  I  fhould  think,  were  I  fo  held  by  thee. 

Murmur  thy  plaints,  and  gently  wound  my  ears  ; 

vSigh  on  my  lip,  and  let  me  drink  thy  tears ; 

Join  to  my  cheek  thy  cold  and  dewy  face, 

And  let  pale  grief  to  glowing  love  give  place. 

0  fpeak — for  woe  in  fdence  moft  appears  ; 
Speak,  ere  my  fancy  magnify  my  feai^s. 

Is  there  a  caufe  which  words  can  not  exprefs  ? 
Can  I  not  bear  a  part,  nor  make  it  lefs  ? 

1  know  not  what  to  think — am  I  in  fault  ? 

I  have  not,  to  my  knowledge,  err'd  in  thought, 
Kor  wander'd  from  my  love  ;   nor  would  I  be 
X»ord  of  the  world,  to  live  depriv'd  of  thee. 
You  weep  afreih,  and  at  that  word  you  ftart  ! 
Am  I  to  be  depriv'd  then  r — muil  we  part  ? 
Curfe  on  that  word  fo  ready  to  be  fpoke. 
For  through  my  lips,  unmeant  by  me,  it  broke. 

Oh 
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Oh  no,  we  muil  not,  will  not,  cannot  part, 
And  my  tongue  talks,  unprompted  by  my  heart. 
Yet  fpeak,  for  my  diilraftion  grows  apace, 
And  racking  fears  and  reftlefs  doubts  increafe 
And  fears  and  doubts  to  jealoufy  will  turn, 
The  hotteft  hell,  in  which  a  heart  can  burn. 


A       jNI       O       R       E       T. 

I. 

T7^  AIR  Amoret  is  gone  aflray  ; 
-*•        Purfue  and  feek  her,  ever)'  lover  ; 
I'll  tell  the  figns  by  which  you  may 
The  wandering  fhepherdefs  difcover. 

II. 

Coquet  and  coy  at  once  her  air. 

Both  ftiidyM,  though  both  feem  negleded ; 
Carelefs  fhe  is  -with  artful  care, 

Affecling  to  feem  unaaccicd. 

Ill, 

With  fkill  her  eyes  dart  every  glance, 

Yet  change  fo  foon  you'd  ne'er  fufpedl  them ; 

For  fne'd  perfuade  they  wound  by  chance, 
Though  certain  aim  and  art  direct  them. 

IV. 
She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 

For  that  which  in  herfelf  (he  prizes ; 
And,  while  ihe  laughs  at  them,  forgets 
She  is  the  thing  that  fhe  defpifes. 

0^3  L  E  S- 
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^yr/n^  hen  Lefbia  firll  I  faw  fo  heavenly  faiV, 
^  *      With  eyes  fo  bright,  and  with  that  awful  air, 
I  thought  my  heart,  which  durft  fo  high  afpire, 
As  bold  as  his  who  fnatch'd  cccleftial  fire. 
But  foon  as  e'er  the  beauteous  ideot  fpoke. 
Forth  from  her  coral  lips  fuch  folly  broke, 
Like  balm  the  trickling  nonfenfe  heal*d  my  wound. 
And  what  her  eyes  enthralled  her  tongue  unbound. 

DORIS. 

T^  ORIS,  a  nymph  of  nper  age, 
"^"^      Has  every  grace  and  art, 
A  wife  obferver  to  engage. 
Or  wound  a  heedlefs  heart. 

Of  native  blulh,  and  rofy  dye, 

Time  has  her  cheek  bereft ; 
Which  makes  the  prudent  nymph  fupply 

With  paint  th'  injurious  theft. 

Her  fparkling  eyes  fhe  ftill  retains. 

And  teeth  in  good  repair  ; 
And  her  weU-furnifh'd  front  difdains 

To  grace  with  borrow 'd  hair. 

Of  fize,  fhe  is  nor  fhort,  nor  tall, 

And  does  to  fat  incline 
No  more  than  what  the  French  would  call 

Aimable  Embonpoint* 

Farther 
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Farther  her  perfon  to  difclofe 

I  leave — let  it  fuffice, 
She  has  few  faults  but  what  (he  knows, 

And  can  with  Ikill  difguife. 
She  many  lovers  has  refusM, 

"With  many  more  comply'd  ; 
Which,  Hke  her  clothes,  when  little  us'd, 

She  always  lays  alide. 
She^s  one  who  looks  with  great  contempt 

On  each  affefted  creature, 
Whofe  nicety  would  feem  exempt 

From  appetites  of  nature. 
She  thinks  they  want  or  health  or  fenfe, 

Who  want  an  inclination  ; 
And  therefore  never  takes  offence 

At  him  who  pleads  his  pafiion. 

Whom  flie  refufes  fhe  treats  ftill  j 

With  fo  much  fweet  behaviour. 
That  her  refufal,  through  her  fkill. 

Looks  almoft  like  a  favour. 

Since  fhe  this  foftnefs  can  exprefs 

To  thofe  whom  fhe  rejects, 
She  mull  be  very  fond,  you'll  guefs, 

Of  fuch  whom  fhe  affects  : 

But  here  our  Doris  far  outgoes 

All  that  her  fex  have  done  ; 
She  no  regard  for  cuftom  knows, 

W'hich  reafon  bids  her  fhun. 
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By  reafon  her  own  reafon's  meant, 

Or,  if  you  pleafe,  her  will : 
For,  when  this  laft  is  difcontent. 

The  firll  is  ferv-M  but  iU. 
Peculiar  therefore  is  her  way ; 

Whether  by  Nature  taught, 
I  /hall  not  undertake  to  fay, 

Or  by  experience  bought. 
But  who  o'er  night  obtain'd  her  grace. 

She  can  next  day  difown. 
And  Hare  upon  the  ftrange  man's  face, 

As  one  fne  ne'er  had  known. 

So  well  fhe  can  the  tiiith  difguife. 

Such  artful  wonder  frame, 
The  lover  or  dillrufts  his  eyes. 

Or  thinks  'twas  all  a  dream. 

Some  cenfure  this  as  lewd  and  low, 

"Who  are  to  bounty  blind  ; 
For  to  forget  what  we  bellow 

Befpeaks  a  noble  mind. 
Doris  our  thanks  nor  aiks,  nor  needs  : 

For  all  her  favours  done 
From  her  love  flow,  as  light  proceeds 

Spontaneous  from  the  fun. 

On  one  or  other  ftill  her  fires 

Difplay  their  genial  force  ; 
And  fhe,  like  Sol,  alone  retires. 

To  fhine  elfewhere  of  courfe. 


T  O 
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TO  SLEEP. 

ELEGY. 

/^  SLEEP!  thou  flatterer  of  happy  minds, 

^^^    How  foon  a  troubled  breaft  thy  falfehood  finds  ! 

Thou  common  friend,  officious  in  thy  aid, 

Where  no  diftrefs  is  Ihown,  nor  want  betray'd  : 

But  oh  !    how  fwift,  how  fure  thou  art  to  fliun 

The  wretcli  by  fortune  or  by  love  undone  ! 

\\Tiere  are  thy  gentle  dews,  thy  fofter  powers, 

WTiich  us'd  to  wait  upon  my  midnight  hours  ? 

Why  do/u  thou  ceafe  thy  hovering  wings  to  fpreadj 

With  friendly  fhade,  around  my  refllefs  bed  ? 

Can  no  complainings  thy  compailion  move  ? 

Is  thy  antipathy  fo  llrong  to  love  ? 

O  no  !    thou  art  the  profperous  lover's  friend. 

And  doll  uncaU'd  his  pleafing  toils  attend. 

With  equal  kindnefs,  and  with  rival  charms. 

Thy  jlumbers  lull  him  in  his  fair-one's  arms  ; 

Or  from  her  bofom  he  to  thine  retires, 

^\^lere,  footh'd  with  eafe,  the  panting  youth  rcfpires. 

Till  foft  repofe  reftore  his  drooping  fenfe, 

And  rapture  is  reliev'd  by  indolence. 

But  oh  !    \\  hat  torture  does  the  lover  bear. 

Forlorn  by  thee,  and  haunted  by  defpair  ! 

From  racking  thoughts  by  no  kind  flumber  freed, 

But  painful  nights  his  joylefs  days  fucceed. 

But  why,  dull  god,  do  I  of  thee  complain  ? 

Thou  didll  not  caufe,  nor  canfl  thou  eafe  my  pain. 

Forgive 
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Porgive  what  my  diftradling  grief  has  faid  ; 

I  own,  unjuftly  I  thy  floth  upbraid. 

For  oft  I  have  thy  profferM  aid  repell'd, 

And  my  rehiftant  eyes  from  reft  withheld  ; 

Implor'd  the  Mufe  to  break  thy  gentle  chains 

And  fung  with  Philomel  my  nightly  ftrains. 

With  her  I  fmg,  but  ceafe  not  with  her  fong. 

For  more  enduring  woes  my  days  prolong. 

The  morning  lark  to  mine  accords  his  note. 

And  tunes  to  my  diftrefs  his  warbling  throat : 

Each  fctting  and  each  rifmg  fun  I  mourn. 

Wailing  alike  his  abfence  and  return. 

And  all  for  thee — what  had  I  well-nigh  faid  ? 

Let  me  not  name  thee,  thou  too  charming  maid  2 

No,  as  the  wingM  muficians  of  the  grove, 

Th'  affociatcs  of  my  melody  and  love. 

In  moving  found  alone  relate  their  pain. 

And  not  with  voice  articulate  complain  ; 

So  fhall  my  Mufe  my  tuneful  forrows  {mg, 

And  lofe  in  air  her  name  from  whom  they  fpring-, 

O  may  no  wakeful  thoughts  her  mind  molett. 

Soft  be  her  {lumbers,  and  fmcere  her  reft  : 

For  her,  O  Sleep  !    thy  balmy  fweets  prepare  ; 

The  peace  I  lofe  for  her,  to  her  transfer. 

Hufh'd  as  the  falling  dews,  whofe  noifelefs  fhowers 

Impearl  the  folded  leaves  of  evening  flowers. 

Steal  on  her  brow  :   and  as  thofe  dews  attend. 

Till  wam'd  by  waking  day  to  re-afcend. 

So  wait  thou  for  her  morn  ;   then  gently  rife, 

And  to  the  -world  reftore  the  day -break  of  her  eyes. 

T    O 
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T    O 

SIR    GODFREY    KNELLER, 

OCCASIONED    BY 

L Y 's      PICTURE. 

T  Y  I  E  L  D,  O  KneUer  !   to  fuperior  flciU, 
-*•     Thy  pencil  triumphs  o'er  the  poet's  quill : 
If  yet  my  vanquifh'd  Mufe  exert  her  lays, 
It  is  no  more  to  rival  thee,  but  praife. 

Oft  have  I  try'd,  \\ath  unavaihng  care, 
To  trace  fome  image  of  the  much-lov'd  fair ; 
Eut  IHll  my  numbers  ineffe6lual  prov'd, 
And  rather  fhew'd  how  much,  than  whom,  I  lov'd  : 
But  thy  unerring  hands,  with  matchlefs  art, 
Have  fhewn  my  eyes  th'  impreffion  in  my  heart ; 
The  bright  idea  both  exifts  and  lives, 
Such  vital  heat  thy  genial  pencil  gives  : 
Whofe  daring  point,  not  to  the  face  confin'd. 
Can  penetrate  the  heart,  and  paint  the  mind. 
Others  fome  faint  refemblance  may  exprefs. 
Which,  as  'tis  drawn  by  chance,  we  find  by  guefs. 
Thy  pictures  raife  no  doubts  ;  when  brought  to  view. 
At  once  they're  known,  and  feem  to  know  us  too. 
Tranfcendent  artift  !   how  complete  thy  {kill ! 
Thy  power  to  ad  is  equal  to  thy  will. 
Nature  and  art  in  thee  alike  contend, 
Not  to  oppofe  each  other,  but  befriend ; 

For 
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For  what  thy  fancy  has  with  fire  defignM, 
Is  by  thy  ilci'll  both  temper'd  and  relin'd. 
As  in  thy  pictures  light  confents  with  fhade, 
And  each  to  other  is  fubfervient  made  ; 
Judgment  and  genius  fo  concur  in  thee, 
And  both  unite  in  perfeft  harmony. 

But  after-days,  my  friend,  muft  do  thee  right, 
And  fet  thy  virtues  in  unenxy'd  hght. 
Fame  due  to  vail  defert  is  kept  in  ftore, 
Unpaid,  till  the  deferver  is  no  more. 
Yet  thou,  in  prefent,  the  beft  part  haft  gain'd. 
And  from  the  chofen  few  applaufe  obtain 'd  : 
Ev'n  he  who  beft  could  judge,  and  beft  could  praife, 
Has  high  extoll'd  thee  in  his  deatlilefs  lays  ; 
Ev'n  Dryden  has  immortaliz'd  thy  name ; 
Let  that  alone  fuffice  thee,  think  that  fame. 
Unfit  I  follow  where  he  led  the  vray, 
And  court  applaufe  by  what  I  feem  to  pay. 
Myfelf  I  praife,  while  I  thy  praife  intend, 
For  'tis  fome  virtue,  \*irtue  to  commend ; 
And  next  to  deeds  which  our  own  honour  raife, 
Is  to  diftingulfli  them  who  merit  praife. 

TO        A        CANDLE. 

ELEGY. 

'np  H  O  U  watchful  taper,  by  whofe  filent  light 

-^  I  lonely  pafs  the  melancholy  night ; 
Thou  faithful  witnefs  of  my  fecret  pain, 
To  whom  alone  I  venture  to  complain  j 

O  leam 
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O  learn  with  me  my  hopelefs  love  to  moan  ; 
Commiferate  a  life  fo  like  thy  own. 
Like  thine,  my  flames  to  my  deftruction  turn, 
"Wailing  that  heart  by  which  fupply'd  they  burn. 
Like  thine,  my  joy  and  fuitering  they  difplay  ; 
At  once  are  figns  of  life,  and  fymptoms  of  decay. 
\nd  as  thy  fearful  flames  the  day  decline, 
<nd  only  during  night  prefume  to  fliine ; 
Tlieir  humble  rays  not  daring  to  afpire 
Before  the  fun,  the  fountain  of  their  fire  : 
So  mine,  with  confcious  ftiame,  and  equal  awe, 
To  fnades  obfcure,  and  folitude  withdraw  ; 
Nor  dare  their  light  before  her  eyes  difclofe, 
From  whofe  bright  beams  their  being  firll  arofe* 
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OF       THE 

ART  OF  LOVE. 

TRANSLATED    INTO   ENGLISH   VERSE. 

WHEREIN 

HE  RECOMMENDS  THE   RULES    AND    INSTRUCTIONS  TO 

THE  FAIR  SEX  IN  THE  CONDUCT  OF  THEIR  AMOURS; 

AFTER   HAVING  ALREADY  COMPOSED  TWO   BOOKS 

FOR  THE  USE  OF  MEN  UPON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

'Tp  H  E  men  are  arm'd,  and  for  the  fight  prepare  ; 
'^      And  now  we  mud  inllruct  and  arm  the  fair^ 
Both  fexes,  well  appointed,  take  the  field. 
And  mighty  Love  determine  which  fhall  yield. 
Man  were  ignoble,  when  thus  arm'd,  to  fnovv 
Unequal  force  againft  a  naked  foe  : 
No  glory  from  fuch  conquell  can  be  gain'd, 
And  odds  are  always  by  the  brave  difdain'd. 

But  fome  exclaim,  "  "WTiat  phrenzy  rules  your  mind  ? 
**  Would  you  increafe  the  craft  of  woman-kind ! 
**  Teach  them  new  wiles  and  arts  !  As  well  you  may 
**  Inftru6l  a  fnake  to  bite,  or  wolf  to  prey." 
But,  fure,  too  hard  a  cenfure  they  purfue, 
Who  charge  on  all  the  failijigs  of  a  few. 

Examine 
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i!lxamme  firil  Impartially  each  fair, 

Then,  as  fhe  merits,  or  condemn,  or  fpar€. 

If  Menelaus,  and  the  king  of  men, 

With  juftlce  of  their  fifter-wlves  complain ; 

If  falfe  Erlphyle  farfook  her  faith, 

And  for  reward  procur'd  her  hufband's  death  ; 

Penelope  was  loyal  ftill,  and  challe. 

Though  twenty  years  her  lord  In  abfence  pafs'd 

Reflect  hew  Laodama's  truth  was  try'd, 

\\Tio,  though  In  bloom  of  youth,  and  beauty's  pride 

To  fhare  her  hufband's  fate,  untimely  dy'd. 

Think  how  Alcefte's  piety  was  prov'd. 

Who  loft  her  life  to  fave  the  man  Ihe  lov'd. 

Receive  me,  Capaneus,  Avadne  cry'd  ; 

Nor  death  itfelf  our  nuptials  (hall  divide  : 

To  join  thy  afhes,  pleas'd  I  ihall  expire ; 

She  fald,  and  leap'd  amid  the  funeral  fire. 

Virtue  herfelf  a  goddefs  we  confefs. 

Both  female  in  her  name  and  in  her  drefs ; 

No  wonder  then,  if,  to  her  fex  inclin'd. 

She  cultivates  with  care  a  female  mind. 

But  thefe  exalted  fouls  exceed  the  reach 

Of  that  foft  art  which  I  pretend  to  teach. 

My  tender  bark  requires  a  gentle  gale, 

A  little  wind  will  fill  a  little  fail. 

Of  fportive  Loves  I  fmg,  and  ibew  what  ways 

The  willing  nymph  muft  ufe  her  blifs  to  raife, 

And  how  to  captivate  the  man  fhe'd  pleafe. 

Wom.an  is  foft,  and  of  a  tender  heart. 

Apt  to  receive,  and  to  retain,  love's  dart ; 

2  Man 
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Man  has  a  breaft  robuft,  and  more  fecure, 

It  wounds  him  not  fo  deep,  nor  hits  fo  fure. 

Men  oft  are  falfe  ;  and,  if  you  fearch  with  care. 

You'll  find  lefs  fraud  imputed  to  the  fair. 

The  faithlefs  Jafon  from  Medea  fied, 

And  made  Creufa  partner  of  his  bed. 

Brio-ht  Ariadne,  on  an  unknown  fhore 

Thy  abfence,  perjur'd  Thefeus,  did  deplore. 

If  then  the  wild  inhabitants  of  air 

Forbore  her  tender  lovely  limbs  to  tear, 

It  was  not  owing,  Thefeus,  to  thy  care. 

Inquire  the  caufe,  and  let  Demophoon  tell, 

Why  Phyllis  by  a  fate  untimely  fell. 

Nine  times,  in  vain,  upon  the  promised  day. 

She  fought  th'  appointed  fhore,  and  view'd  the  fea  : 

Her  fall  the  fading  trees  confent  to  mourn. 

And  fhed  their  leaves  round  her  lamented  urn. 

The  prince  fo  far  for  piety  renown'd. 
To  thee,  EHza,  was  unfaithful  found  ; 
To  thee  forlorn  and  langui filing  with  grief, 
His  fword  alone  he  left,  thy  lail  relief. 
Ye  ruin'd  nymphs,  fhall  I  the  caufe  impart 
Of  all  your  woes  ?  'Tv.-as  want  of  needful  art. 
Love  of  itfelf  too  quickly  will  expire  ; 
But  powerful  art  perpetuates  defire. 
Women  had  yet  their  ignorance  bewail'd. 
Had  not  this  art  by  Venus  been  reveal'd. 

Before  my  fight  the  Cyprian  goddefs  fhone. 
And  thus  flie  faid  ;  "  What  have  poor  women  done  ? 
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**  Why  is  that  weak,  defencelefs  fex  expos'd, 

**_0n  every  fide,  by  men  well  arm'd,  inclos'd  ? 

**  Twice  are  the  men  inftrucled  by  the  Mufe^ 

**  Nor  mull  (he  now  to  teach  the  fex  refufe. 

*'  The  Bard,  who  injur'd  Helen  in  his  fong, 

**  Recanted  after,  and  redrefsM  the  wrong. 

**  And  you,  if  on  my  favour  you  depend, 

**  The  caufe  of  women,  while  you  live,  defend.**" 

This  fald,  a  myrtle  fprig,  whicli  berries  bore 

She  gave  me  (for  a  myrtle  wreath  fhe  wore). 

The  gift  receiv'd,  my  fenfe  enlighten'd  grew. 

And  from  her  prefence  infpiration  drew. 

Attend,  ye  n^-mphs,  by  wedlock  unconiin'd. 

And  hear  my  precepts,  while  fhe  prompts  my  mind  :. 

Ev'n  now,  in  bloom  of  youth,  and  beauty's  prime, 

Beware  of  coming  age,  nor  wafte  your  time  : 

Now,  while  you  may,  and  ripening  years  invite, 

Enjoy  the  feafonable,  fweet  deHght : 

For  rolling  years,  hke  Healing  waters,  glide ; 

Nor  hope  to  flop  their  ever-ebbing  tide : 

Tliink  not  hereafter  w^ill  the  lofs  repay ; 

For  every  morrow  will  the  tafte  decay. 

And  leave  lefs  relifh  than  the  former  day. 

I've  feen  the  time,  when,  on  that  withered  thorn, 

The  blooming  rofe  vied  with  the  blufhing  morn. 

With  fragrant  wreaths  I  thence  have  deck'd  my  head 

And  fee  how  leaflefs  now,  and  how  decay'd ! 

And  you,  who  now  the  love-fick  youth  rejecl, 

Will  prove,  in  age,  what  pains  attend  neglecl- 
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None,  then,  will  prefs  upon  your  midnight  hours. 
Nor  wake,  to  ilrew  your  ftreet  with  morning  flowers. 
Then  nightly  knockings  at  your  door  will  ceafe, 
"Whofe  noifelefs  hammer,  then,  may  ruft  in  peace. 

Alas,  how  foon  a  clear  complexion  fades  ! 
How  foon  a  wTinkled  fkin  plump  flefh  invades ! 
And  what  avails  it,  though  the  fair-one  fwears 
She  from  her  infancy  had  fom.e  grey  hairs  ? 
She  grows  all  hoaiy  in  a  few  more  years, 
And  then  the  venerable  truth  appears. 
The  fuake  his  {kin,  the  deer  his  horns  may  call. 
And  both  renew  their  youth  and  vigours  pail ; 
But  no  receipt  can  human-kind  relieve, 
Doom'd  to  decrepit  age  without  reprieve. 
Then  crop  the  flower  which  yet  invites  your  eye. 
And  which,  ungather'd,  on  its  flialk  muft  die. 
Befides,  the  tender  fex  is  form'd  to  bear,  "J 

And  frequent  births  too  foon  will  youth  impair : 
Continual  harveil  wears  the  fmitful  field, 
And  earth  itfelf  decays  too  often  till'd.  J 

Thou  didfl  not,  Cynthia,  fcorn  the  Latmian  fwain^        ^ 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  Cephalus  difdain  ; 
The  laphian  queen,  vrho  for  Adonis'  fate 
So  deeply  moum'd,  and  who  laments  him  yet. 
Has  not  been  found  inexorable  fince  ; 
Witnefs  Harmonra,  and  the  Dardan  prince. 
Then  take  example,  mortals,  from  above. 
And  like  immortals  live,  and  like  them  love. 
Refufe  not  thofe  delights,  which  men  require. 
Nor  kt  Your  lovers  languifh  with  defire. 

Talfc 
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Falfe  though  they  prove,  what  lofs  can  you  fuftain  ? 

Thence  let  a  thoufand  take,  'twill  all  remain. 

Though  conftant  ufe  ev'n  flint  and  fteel  impairs. 

What  you  employ  no  diminution  fears. 

Who  would,  to  light  a  torch,  their  torch  deny  ? 

Or  who  can  dread  drinking  an  ocean  diy  ? 

Still  women  lofe,  you  cry,  if  men  obtain  ; 

What  do  they  lofe,  that's  worthy  to  retain  ? 

Think  not  this  faid  to  profliitute  the  fex, 

But  undeceive  whom  needlefs  fears  perplex. 

Thus  far  a  gentle  breeze  fupplies  our  fail, 
Now  launched  to  fea,  we  afk  a  briflcer  gale* 
And,  firft,  we  treat  of  drefs.     The  well-drefs'd  vine 
Produces  plumpefl  grapes,  and  richefl:  wine  ; 
And  plenteous  crops  of  golden  grain  are  found. 
Alone,  to  grace  welUcultivated  ground. 
Beauty's  the  gift  or  gods,  the  fex's  pride ! 
Yet  to  how  many  is  that  gift  deny'd  ? 
Art  helps  a  face  ;  a  face,  though  heavenly  fair-. 
May  quickly  fade  for  want  of  needful  care. 
In  ancient  days  if  women  flighted  drefs, 
Then  men  were  ruder  too,  and  lik'd  it  lefs. 
If  Heclor's  fpoufe  was  clad  in  ftubborn  Itufl*, 
A  foldier's  wife  became  it  well  enough. 
Ajax,  to  fliield  his  ample  breaft,  provides 
Seven  lufty  bulls,  and  tans  their  fturdy  hides  ; 
And  might  not  he,  d'ye  think,  be  well  carefs'd> 
And  yet  his  wife  not  elegantly  drefs'd  ? 
With  rude  flmplicity  Rome  firfl:  was  built, 
Which  now  we  fee  adorn'd,  and  carv'd,  and  gilt. 

R  2  This 
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Tkis  capitol  with  that  of  old  compare  ; 

Some  other  Jove,  you'd  think,  was  worfhip'd  there, 

That  lofty  pile,  where  fenates  dictate  law, 

When  Tatiiis  reign'd,  was  poorly  thatch'd  with  ftrai 

And  where  Apollo's  fane  refulgent  ftands,. 

Was  heretofore  a  track  of  pafture -lands. 

L^t  ancient  manners  other  men  dehght ; 

But  me  the  modem  pleafe,  as  more  polite. 

Not  that  materials-  now  in  gold  are  wrought. 

And  diftant  fhores  for  orient  pearls  are  fought : 

Nor  for,  that  hills  exhauft  their  marble  veins. 

And  ilructures  rife  whofe  bulk  the  fea  reftrains  ; 

But,  that  the  world  is  civiliz'd  of  late, 

And  pohfh'd  from  the  ruft  of  former  date. 

L.et  not  the  nymph  with  pendants  load  her  ear, 

Nor  in  embroidery,  or  brocade,  appear; 

Too  rich  a  diefs  may  fometimes  check  defire^ 

And  cleanlinefs  more  animates  love's  fire. 

The  hair  difpos'd,  may  gain  or  lofe  a  grace. 

And  much  become,  or  mifbecome  the  face. 

What  fuits  your  features,  of  your  glafs  inquire  ; 

For  no  one  rule  is  fix'd  for  head-attire. 

A  face  too  long  (hould  part  and  flat  the  hair, 

JLell,  iipward  comb'd,  the  lengtli  too  much  appear  : 

So  Laodamia  drefs'd.     A  face  too  round 

ShoiJd  fhow  the  ears,  and  with  a  tower  be  crown'd.. 

On  either  fhoulder,  one  her  locks  difplays  ; 

Adom'd  like  Phoebus,  when  he  fings  his  lays  : 

Another,  all  her  trefTes  ties  behind  ; 

So  drefs'd,  Diana  hunt&  the  fearful  hind. 

.     .  DiiheveU'd 


OVID      I  M  I  T  A  T  E  Di.  245 

DlfKevell'd  locks  moil  graceful  are  to  fome  ; 
Others,  tl>e  binding  fillets  more  become  : 
Some  plait,  like  fpiral  fhells,  their  braided  hair. 
Others,  the  loofe  and  waving  curl  prefer. 
But  to  recount  the  feveral  drelTes  worn. 
Which  artfully  each  feveral  face  adorn, 
Were  endlefs,  as  to  tell  the  leaves  on  trees. 
The  beails  on  i\.lpine  hills,  or  Hybla's  bees. 
Many  there  are,  who  feem  to  flight  all  care. 
And  with  a  pleafing  negligence  enfnare  ; 
Whofe  mornings  oft  in  fuch  a  drefs  are  fpent. 
And  all  is  art  that  looks  like  accident. 
With  fuch  diforder  lole  was  grac'd, 
"WHien  great  Alcides  firft  the  nymph  ^mbrac'd. 
So  Ariadne  came  to  Bacchus'  bed, 
A^Hien  with  the  conqueror  from  Crete  fhe  fled. 

Nature,  indulgent  to  the  fex,  repays 
The  loiTes  they  fuftain,  by  various  ways. 
]Men  ill  fupply  thafe  hairs  they  ihc<i  in  age, 
Loit,  like  autumnal  leaves,  when  north-winds  rage. 
Women,  with  juice  of  herbs,  grey  locks  difguife, 
And  Art  gives  colour  which  with  Nature  vies. 
The  well-wove  towers  they  wear,  their  own  are  thought; 
But  only  are  their  own,  as  what  they  've  bought. 
Nor  need  they  blulli  to  buy  heads  ready  drefs'd. 
And  choofe,  at  public  fhops,  what  fuits  thcni  beft. 

Colily  apparel  let  the  fair-one  fly, 
Enrich'd  with  gold,  or  with  the  Tyrian  dye. 
What  folly  mud  in  fuch  expence  appear, 
V/hen  more  becoming  colours  are  lefs  dear  I 

R  3  One 
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One  with  a  dye  is  ting'd  of  lovely  blue; 

Such  as,  through  air  ferene,  the  fky  we  vlew» 

With  yellow  luilre  fee  another  fpread, 

As  if  the  golden -fleece  compos'd  the  thread. 

Some  of  the  fea-green  wave  the  call  difplay  ; 

With  this  the  nymphs  their  beauteous  foi-ms  array  r 

And  fome  the  faitron  hue  will  well  adorn  ; 

»Such  is  the  mantle  of  the  blu filing  morn. 

Of  myrtle-berries,  one  the  tinclure  fhows ;. 

In  this,  of  amethyfts,  the  purple  grows, 

And  that  more  imitates  the  paler  rofe. 

Nor  Thracian  cranes  forget,  whofe  filvery  plumes 

Give  patterns,  which  employ  the  mimic  looms^ 

Nor  almond,  nor  the  chefnut  dye  difclaim ; 

Nor  others,  which  from  wax  derive  their  name. 

As  fields  you  find,  \vith  various  flowers  o'erfpreadj 

Wlien  vineyards  bud,  and  v.inter's  frofl:  is  fled  ; 

So  various  are  the  colours  you  may  tr\', 

Of  which,  the  tliirfhy  wool  imbibes  the  dye. 

Try  every  one  :  what  befl:  becomes  you,  wear  ^ 

For  no  complexion  all  alike  can  bear. 

If  fair  the  fkin,  black  may  become  it  befl. 

In  black  the  lovely  fair  Brileis  drefs'd  : 

If  brown  the  nymph,  let  her  be  cloth'd  in  white, 

Andromeda  fo  charm'd  the  wondering  fight. 

I  need  not  warn  you  of  too  powerful  fmells. 
Which  fometimes  health,  or  kindly  heat,  expels. 
Nor,  from  your  tender  legs  to  pluck  with  care 
The  cafual  growth  of  all  unfeemly  hair, 

Thougli 
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Though  not  to  nymphs  of  Caucafus  I  fing, 
Nor  fiich  who  tafle  remote  the  Myfian  fpring ; 
Yet,  let  me  warn  you,  that,  through  no  neglect. 
You  let  your  teeth  difclofe  the  leall  defect. 
You  know  the  ufe  of  white  to  make  you  fair. 
And  how,  with  red,  loft  colour  to  repair ; 
Imperfecl  eye-brows  you  by  art  can  mend. 
And  ikin,  when  wanting,  o'er  a  fear  extend. 
Nor  need  the  fair-one  be  afliam'd,  who  tries 
By  art,  to  add  new  luitre  to  her  eyes. 

A  little  book  I  've  made,  but  with  great  care, 
How  to  preferve  the  face,  and  how  repair. 
In  that,  the  nymphs,  by  time  or  chance  annoy'd. 
May  fee,  what  pains  to  pleafe  them  I  've  employ'd* 
But,  ftill  beware,  that  from  your  lover's  eye 
You  kee:)  conceal'd  the  medicines  you  apply  : 
Though  art  affilts,  yet  muft  that  art  be  hid, 
Lell:,  whom  it  would  invite,  it  fnould  forbid. 
^Mio  would  not  take  offence,  to  fee  a  face 
All  daub'd,  and  dripping  with  the  melted  greafe  ? 
And  though  your  unguents  bear  th'  Athenian  name^ . 
The  wool's  unfavoury  fcent  is  ftill  the  fame, . 
Marrow  of  ftags,  nor  your  pomatums  try. 
Nor  clean  your  furr}''  teeth,  v/hen  m.en  are  by ; 
For  many  things,  when  done,  afford  delight. 
Which  yet,  while  doing,  may  offend  the  fight. . 
Ev'n  Myro's  ftatues,  which  for  art  furpafs 
All  others,  once  were  but  a  fhapelefs  mafs  ; 
Rude  was  that  gold  which  now  in  rings  is  worn,  . 
As  once  the  robe  you  wear  was  wool  unfhorn. 

R  4  Thinks, 
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Think,  how  that  ftone  rough  in  the  quairy  grew, 
AVhich,  now,  a  perfect  Venus  fhews  to  view. 
While  «.ve  fuppofe  you  fleep,  repair  your  face, 
Lock'd  from  obfervers,  in  fome  fecret  place. 
Add  the  laft  hand,  before  yourfelves  you  fhow ; 
Your  need  of  art,  why  fhould  your  lovers  know  ? 
For  many  things,  when  moft  conceal'd,  are  beil ; 
And  few  of  flrict  inquiry  bear  the  tcft. 
Thofe  figures  which  in  theatres  are  feen. 
Gilded  without,  are  common  wood  within. 
But  no  fpeCtators  are  allow'd  to  prj', 
Till  all  is  finifn'd,  Avhich  allures  the  eye. 

Yet,  I  muft  own,  it  oft  affords  deHght, 
To  have  the  fair-one  comb  her  hair  in  fight ; 
To  view  the  flowing  honours  of  her  head 
Fall  on  her  neck,  and  o'er  her  fhould er  fpread. 
But  let  her  look,  that  fhe  with  care  avoid 
AU  fretful  humours,  while  fhe's  fo  employ'd  ; 
Let  her  not  ftill  undo,  with  peevifh  haile. 
All  that  her  woman  does,  who  does  her  beil. 
I  hate  a  vixen,  that  her  maid  affails,  - 

And  fcratches  with  her  bodkin,  or  her  nails  ;  ■ 

Waile  the  poor  girl  in  blood  and  tears  muft  mourn, 
And  her  heart  curfes,  what  her  hands  adorn. 

Let  her  who  has  no  hair,  or  has  but  fome, 
Plant  centinels  before  her  drefTing-room  : 
Or  in  the  fane  of  the  good  goddefs  drefs, 
Where  all  the  male-kind  are  debarr'd  accefs. 

'Tis  faid,  that  I  (but  'tis  a  tale  devis'd) 
A  lady  at  her  toilet  once  furpris'd  ; 
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IVho  ftarting,  fnatch'd  in  hafte  the  tower  fhe  wore. 
And,  in  a  hiirr)',  plac'd  the  hinder  part  before, 
Eut  on  our  foes  fall  ever)--  fuch  difgrace, 
Or  barbarous  beauties  of  the  Parthian  race. 
Unofraceful  "tk  to  fee  without  a  horn 
The  lofty  hart,  whom  branches  beft  adorn  ; 
A  leaflefs  tree,  or  an  unverdant  mead  ; 
And  as  ungraceful  is  a  hairlefs  head. 

But  think  not  thefe  inftniciions  are  defign'd 
For  firft-rate  beauties  of  the  finirn'd  kind  : 
Not  to  a  Semele,  or  Leda  bright. 
Nor  an  Europ?,.  thefe  my  rules  I  write  ; 
Nor  the  fair  Helen  do  I  teach,  whofe  charms 
Stirr'd  up  Atrides,  and  all  Greece,  to  arms  : 
Thee  to  regain,  well  was  that  war  begun, 
And  Paris  well  defended  what  he  Vv'on  ; 
A^Tiat  lover,  or  what  hufband,  would  not  fight 
In  fuch  a  caufe,  where  both  are  in  the  right  ? 

The  crowd  I  teach,  fome  homely,  and  fome  fair. 
But  of  the  former  fort,  the  larger  (hare. 
The  handfome  leail  require  the  help  of  art. 
Rich  in  themfelves,  and  pleas'd  with  Nature's  part. 
"When  calm  the  fea,  at  cafe  the  pilot  lies, 
But  all  his  fkill  exerts  when  ftorms  arife. 

Faults  in  your  perfon,  or  your  face,  correct  : 
And  few  are  feen  that  have  not  fome  defeat. 
The  nymph  too  (hort  her  feat  fhould  feldom  quit, 
I.ert,  when  Ihe  (lands,  (he  may  be  thought  to  fit ; 
And  when  extended  on  her  couch  (he  lies, 
Let  length  of  petticoats  conceal  her  lize. 

The 
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Thelean  of  thick- wrought  ftuff  her  clothes  fhouldchoofe^ 

And  fulkr  made,  than  what  the  plumper  ufe. 

If  pale,  let  her  the  crimfon  juice  apply  ; 

If  fwarthy,  to  the  Pharian  varnifh  fly. 

A  leg  too  lank,  tight  garters  ilill  muft  wear ; 

Nor  fhould  an  ill-fhap'd  foot  be  ever  bare. 

Round  fliouldcrs,  boiiler'd,  will  appear  the  leaft  ; 

And  lacing  ilrait,  conSnes  too  full  a  bread. 

Whofe  fingers  are  too  fat,  and  nails  too  coarfe. 

Should  always  fhun  much  gefture  in  difcourfe. 

And  you,  whofe  breath  is  touch'd,  this  caution  take,. 

Nor  fading,  nor  too  near  another  fpeak. 

Let  not  the  nymph  with  laughter  much  abound, 

Whofe  teeth  are  black,  uneven,  or  unfound. 

You  hardly  think  how  much  on- this  depends. 

And  how  a  laugh,  or  fpoils  a  face,  or  mends. 

Gape  not  too  wide,  left  you  difclofe  your  gums^ 

And  lofe  the  dimple  which  the  cheek  becomes. 

Nor  let  your  fides  too  ftrong  concuifions  (hake. 

Left  you  the  foftnefs  of  the  fex  forfake. 

In  fome,  diftortions  quite  the  face  difguife  ; 

Another  laughs,  that  you  would  think  fhe  cries. 

In  one,  too  hoarfe  a  voice  we  hear  betray'd, 

Another^s  is  as  harfh  as  if  fhe  bray'd. 

What  cannot  art  attain  !  Many,  with  eafe,  ■ 

Have  leam'd  to  weep,  both  when  and  how  they  pleafe..      * 
Others,  through  affectation,  lifp,  and  find, 
In  imperfection,  charms  to  catch  mankind. 
Neglect  no  means  which  m.ay  promote  your  ends ; 
Now  learn  what  way  of  walking  recommends. 

2  Too 
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Too  mafculine  a  motion  fiiocks  the  fight  ; 
But  female  grace  albres  with  ftrange  delight. 
One  has  an  artful  fwing  and  jut  behind, 
"Which  helps  her  coats  to  catch  the  fwelling  wind  ; 
Swell'd  with  the  wanton  wind,  they  loofely  fiOW, 
And  ever)'  ftep  and  graceful  motion  fhow. 
Another,  like  an  Umbrian's  fturdy  fpoufe. 
Strides  all  the  foace  her  petticoat  allows. 
Between  extremes,  in  this,  a  mean  adjuft  ; 
Nor  (hew  too  nice  a  gait,  nor  too  robuft. 
If  fnowy  white  your  neck,  you  ftill  fhould  wear 
That,  and  the  fhoulder  of  the  left  arm,  bare. 
Such  fights  ne'er  fail  to  fire  my  amorous  heart. 
And  make  me  pant  to  kifs  the  naked  part. 
Syrens,  though  monfters  of  the  ftormy  main. 
Can  (hips,  when  under  fail,  with  fongs,  detain  : 
vScarce  could  Ulyfies  by  his  friends  be  bound. 
When  firil  he  liften'd  to  the  charmincr  found. 

o 

Singing  Inlinuates  :  learn,  all  ye  maids  ; 

Oft,  when  a  face  forbids,  a  voice  perfuades. 

Whether  on  theatres  loud  ftrains  we  hear, 

Or  in  Ruelle  fome  foft  Egyptian  air. 

WcM  fhall  (he  fmg,  of  whom  I  make  my  choice, 

And  with  her  lute  accompany  her  voice. 

The  rocks  were  llirrM,  the  beafls  to  liilen  llay'd, 

When  on  his  lyre  melodious  Orpheus  play'd ; 

Ev'n  Cerberus  and  Hell  that  found  obey'd. 

And  ftones  officious  were,  thy  walls  to  raife, 

O  Thebes,  attracted  by  Amphion's  lays. 

The 
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The  dolphin,  dumb  itfelf,  thy  voice  admir'd. 
And  was,  Arion,  by  thy  fongs  infpir'd. 
Ot  fvveet  CaUimachus  the  works  rehearfe. 
And  read  Philetas'  and  Anacreon's  verfe. 
Terentian  plays  may  much  the  mind  improve  ; 
But  fofteft  Sappho  bell  inftruds  to  love. 
Propertius,  Gallus,  and  Tibullus  read, 
And  let  Varronian  verfe  to  thefe  fiicceed. 
Then  mighty  Maro's  work  with  care  perufe  ; 
Of  all  the  Latin  bards  the  nobleft  Muie. 
Ev'n  I,  kis  pofiible,  in  after-days. 
May  'fcape  obhvion,  and  be  nam'd  with  thefe. 
My  labour'd  lines  fome  readers  may  approve. 
Since  I  've  inilrucled  either  fex  in  love. 
\"\Tiatever  book  you  read  of  this  fort  ail. 
Read  with  a  lover's  voice,  and  lover's  heart. 

Tender  epiflles  too  by  me  are  fram'd, 
A  work  before  unthought-of,  and  iinnam'd. 
Such  was  your  facred  will,  O  tuneful  Nine ! 
Such  thine,  Apollo  !   and,  Lyasus,  thine  ! 

Still  unaccoropliili'd  may  the  maid  be  thonq-at-, 
■\\nio  gracefully  to  dance  was  never  taught : 
That  a(3:ive  dancing  may  to  love  engage, 
Witncfs  the  vrell-kept  dancers  of  the  ilage. 

■  Of  fome  old  trifles  I'm  alham'd  to  tell. 
Though  it  becomes  the  fex  to  triSe  well ; 
To  i-affle  prettily,  or  flur  a  dye, 
Implies  both  cunning  and  dexterity. 
Nor  is't  amifs  at  chefs  to  be  expert. 
Far  games  moil  thoughtful,  fomctiir.er,  mull  divert. 

Learn 
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Learn  every  game^  you  '11  find  it  prove  of  ufe  ; 

Parties  begun  at  play,  may  love  produce^ 

But  eafier  'tis  to  learn  how  bets  to  lay, 

Than  how  to  keep  your  temper  while  you  play* 

Unguarded  then  each  breall  is  open  laid, 

And  wJbile  the  head 's  intent,  the  heart's  hetray'd* 

Then  bafe  defire  of  gain,  then  rage  appears, 

Chiarrels  and  brawls  arife,  and  anxious  fears  ; 

Then  clamours  and  revilings  reach  the  fky, 

WTiile  lofmg  garaeilers  all  the  gods  defy. 

Then  horrid  oaths  are  uttePd  every  call ; 

They  grieve,  and  curfe,  and  ftorm,  nay,  weep  at  lafl:. 

Good  Jove,  avert  fuch  (hameful  faults  as  thefe 

From  ever}'  nymph  whofe  heart 's  inclin'd  to  pleafe. 

Soft  recreations  fit  the  female  kind  ; 

Nature,  for  men,  has  rougher  fports  defign'd  : 

To  wield  the  fword,  and  hurl  the  pointed  fpear  ; 

To  ftop,  or  turn  the  deed  in  fuU  career. 

Though  martial  fields  iH  fuit  your  tender  frames^ 
Nor  may  you  fwim  in  Tiber's  rapid  fireams ; 
Yet  when  Sol's  burning  wheels  from  Leo  drive. 
And  at  the  glowing  Virgin's  fign  arrive, 
'Tis  both  allow'd  and  fit  you  fhould  repair 
To  pleafant  walks,  and  breathe  refreihing  air. 
To  Ponipey's  gardens,  or  the  fhady  groves 
Which  Csefar  honours,  and  which  Photbus  loves  : 
Phoebus,  who  funk  the  proud  Egyptian  fleet, 
And  made  Auguftus'  victor)'  complete. 
Or  feek  thofe  fhades,  where  monuments  of  fame 
Are  rais'd,  to  Livia's  and  Ociavia's  name  ; 

Or 
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Or  where  Agrlppa  firft  adorn'd  the  ground. 

When  he  with  naval  victory  was  crown'd. 

T^o  Ifis'  fane,  to  theatres  refort ; 

And  in  the  Circus  fee  the  noble  fport. 

In  every  public  place,  by  turns,  be  fhown  ; 

In  vain  you're  fair,  while  you  remain  unknown. 

Should  you,  in  finglng,  Tham}Tas  tranfcend  ; 

Your  voice  unheard,  who  could  your  fl<ill  commend  I 

Had  not  Apelles  drawn  the  fea-born  queen, 

Her  beauties  dill  beneath  the  vvaves  had  been. 

Poets,  infpir'd,  write  only  for  a  name. 
And  think  their  labours  well  rcpay'd  with  fame. 
In  former  days,  I  own,  the  Poets  were 
Of  gods  and  kings  the  mofl  peculiar  care  ; 
Majefiic  awe  was  in  the  name  allow'd. 
And  they  with  rich  pofiefTions  were  endow'd* 
Ennius  with  honours  vras  by  Scipio  grac'd. 
And,  next  his  own,  the  Poet's  ftatue  plac'd. 
But  now  their  ivy  crowns  bear  no  efteem, 
And  all  their  learning 's  thought  an  idle  dream. 
Still,  there's  a  pleafure,  that  proceeds  from  praife  : 
What  could  the  high  renown  of  Homer  raife, 
But  that  he  fung  his  Iliad's  deathlefs  lays  ? 

Who  could  have  been  of  Danae's  charm.s  affur'd, 
Had  (he  grown  old,  v.-ithin  her  tower  im-nur'd  ? 
This,  as  a  rule,  let  every  nymph  purfue  ; 
That  'tis  her  intereft  oft  to  come  in  view. 

A  hungiy  wolf  at  all  the  herd  will  run. 
In  hopes,  through  many,  to  make  fure  of  one. 

So, 


I 


} 
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So,  let  the  fair  the  gazing  crowd  aflail, 

That  over  one,  at  leaft,  fhe  may  prevail. 

In  ever)^  place  to  pleafe,  be  aU  her  thought ; 

Where,  fometimes,  leail  v/c  think,  the  fifh  is  caught 

Sometimes,  all  day,  we  hunt  the  tedious  foil ; 

Anon,  the  ilag  himfelf  fhall  feek  the  toil. 

How  could  Andromeda  once  doubt  relief, 
Whcfe  charms  are  heighten'd  and  adcm'd  by  grief? 
The  widow'd  fair,  who  fees  her  lord  expire, 
While  yet  fhe  weeps,  may  kindle  new  defire, 
-And  Hymen's  torch  re-iight  with  funeral  fire. 

Beware  of  men  who  are  too  fprucely  drefs'd  : 
And  look,  you  fly  with  fpeed  a  fop  profefs'd. 
Such  tools,  to  you,  and  to  a  thoufand  more, 
Will  tell  the  fame  dull  Horj  o'er  and  o'er. 
This  way  and  that,  unileadily  they  rove. 
And,  never  fix'd,  are  fugitives  in  love. 
Such  fluttering  things  all  women  fure  fhould  hate. 
Light  as  themfelves,  and  more  effeminate. 
Believe  me,  all  I  fay  is  for  your  good  ; 
Had  Priam  been  believ'd,  Troy  ftill  had  flood. 

Many,  with  bafe  defigns,  will  palTion  feign. 
Who  know  no  love,  but  fordid  love  of  gain. 
But  let  no  powder'd  heads,  nor  effenc'd  hair, 
Your  weU-believing,  eafy  hearts  enfnare. 
Pv.ich  clothes  are  oft  by  common  fharpers  worn, 
And  diamond  rings  felonious  hands  adorn. 
So  may  your  lover  burn  with  fierce  defire 
Your  jewels  to  enjoy,  and  befl  attire. 

Poor 
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Poor  Cliloe,  robb'd,  runs  cr^nng  through  the  ftreets  5 
And  as  fhe  runs,  "  Give  me  my  own,"  repeats^ 
How  often,  Venus,  haft  thou  heard  fuch  cries. 
And  laughM  amidft  thy  Appian  votaries ! 
Some  fo  notorious  are,  their  y^ry  name 
Muft  every  nymph  whom  they  frequent,  defame* 
Be  wam'd  by  ills,  which  others  have  deftroy'd, 
And  faithlefs  men  with  conftant  care  avoid. 
Tnift  not  a  Thefeus,  fair  Athenian  maid, 
Who  has  fo  oft  th'  attefting  gods  betray'd. 
And  thou,  Demophoon,  heir  to  Thefeus'  crimes^ 
Haft  loft  thy  credit  to  all  future  times. 
Promife  for  promife  equally  afFord,^ 
But  once  a  contrad  made,  keep  well  your  word* 
For  (he  for  any  aft  of  hell  is  fit. 
And,  undifmayM,  may  facrilege  comm.lt, 
With  impious  hands  could  quench  the  veftal  fire>. 
Poifon  her  huft)and  in  her  arms  for  hire  ; 
Who  firft  to  take  a  lover's  gift  complies, 
And  then  defrauds  him,  and  his  claim  denies. 

But  hold,  my  Mufe,  check  thy  unruly  horfe. 
And  more  in  fight  purfue  th'  intended  courfe. 

If  love-epiftles  tender  lines  impart, 
And  billet-doux  are  fent,  to  found  your  heart  ; 
Let  all  fuch  letters,  by  a  faithful  maid, 
Or  confident,  be  fecretly  convey'd  : 
Soon  from  the  words  you'll  judge,  if  read  with  care> 
\Mien  feign'd  a  paffion  is,  and  when  fincere. 
Ere  in  return  you  write,  fome  time  require  j 
JDelays,  if  not  too  long,  increafs  defire; 


Nor 
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Nor  let  the  prefTing  youth  with  eafe  obtain, 
Nor  yet  refufe  him  with  too  rude  difdain  : 
Now  let  his  hopes,  now  let  his  fears  increafe, 
But  by  degrees  let  fear  to  hope  give  place. 

Be  fure  avoid  fet  phrafes,  when  you  write  ; 
The  ufual  way  of  fpeech  is  more  pohte. 
How  have  I  feen  the  puzzled  lover  vex'd, 
To  read  a  letter  with  hard  vrords  perplex'd  ! 
A  llyle  too  coarfe  takes  from  a  handfome  face, 
And  makes  us  wiih  an  uglier  in  its  place. 

But  fmce  (though  chaflity  be  not  your  care), 
You  from  your  hufband  ftill  would  hide  th'  affair, 
Write  to  no  ftranger  till  his  truth  be  try'd, 
Nor  in  a  foolifh  meffenger  confide. 
What  agonies  that  woman  undergoeF, 
Whofe  hand  the  traitor  threatens  to  expofe  ; 
Who,  raftily  trufting,  dreads  to  be  deceiv'd. 
And  lives  for  ever  to  that  dread  enflav'd  1 
Such  treachery  can  never  be  furpafs'd. 
For  thofe  difcoveries  fure  as  lightning  blaft. 
Might  I  advife,  fraud  fhould  with  fraud  be  paid  ; 
Let  arms  repel  all  who  with  arms  invade. 

But  fince  your  letters  may  be  brought  to  light. 
What  if  in  feveral  hands  you  learn'd  to  write  ! 
My  curfe  on  him  who  firft  the  fex  betray'd. 
And  this  advice  fo  neceffar)'  made. 
Nor  let  your  pocket-book  two  hands  contain, 
Firil  rub  your  lover's  out,  then  wTite  again. 
Still  one  contrivance  more  remains  behind. 
Which  you  may  ufe  as  a  convenient  blind  j 

Vol.  XXXIV.  S  As 
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As  if  to  women  writ,  your  letters  frame, 

And  let  your  friend  to  you  fubfcribe  a  female  name. 

Now  greater  things  to  tell,  my  Mufe  prepare, 
And  clap  on  all  the  fail  the  bark  can  beai. 
JLet  no  rude  pafTions  in  your  looks  find  place  j 
For  fury  will  deform  the  fineft  face  : 
It  fweUs  the  lips,  and  blackens  all  the  veins, 
While  in  the  eye  a  Gorgon  horror  reigns. 

When  on  her  flute  divine  Minerva  play'd. 
And  in  a  fountain  faw  the  change  it  made. 
Swelling  her  cheek  ;  flie  flung  it  quite  aiide  : 
**  Nor  is  thy  mufic  fo  much  worth,"  flie  cry'd. 
Look  in  your  giafs  when  you  with  anger  glow, 
And  you'll  confcfs,  you  fcarce  yourlelves  can  know. 
Nor  with  exceflive  pride  infult  the  fight. 
For  gentle  looks,  alone,  to  love  invite. 
Believe  it  as  a  truth  that's  daily  try'd. 
There's  nothing  more  deteftable  than  pride. 
How  have  I  feen  fome  airs  difguft  create, 
Like  things  which  by  antipathy  we  hate  ! 
Let  looks  with  looks,  and  fmiles  with  fmiles  be  paid. 
And  v.hen  your  lover  bows,  incline  your  head. 
So  Love  preluding,  plays  at  firil  with  hearts. 
And  after  wounds  with  deeper-piercing  darts. 
Nor  m.e  a  melancholy  mTcrefs  charms  ; 
Let  fad  TecmefTa  weep  in  Ajax'  arms. 
Let  mourning  beauties  fuUen  lieroes  move, 
We  cheei-ful  men  like  gaiety  in  love. 
Let  Hector  in  Andromache  delight. 
Who,  in  bewailing  Troy,  waites  all  ^he  night. 

Had 
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Had  they  not  both  borne  children   (to  be  plain), 

I  ne'er  could  think  they'd  with  their  hufbands  lain. 

I  no  idea  in  my  mind  can  frame, 

That  either  one  or  t'other  doleful  dame 

Could  toy,  could  fondle,  or  could  call  their  lords 

*'  My  life,  my  foul ;"  or  fpeak  endearing  words. 

Why  from  comparifons  fhould  I  refrain, 
Or  fear  fmall  things  by  greater  to  explain  ? 
Obferve  what  conduft  prudent  generals  ufe. 
And  how  their  feveral  officers  they  choofe  ; 
To  one  a  charge  of  infantry  commit, 
Another  for  the  horfe  is  thought  more  fit. 
So  you  your  feveral  lovers  fhould  fele<3:, 
And,  as  you  find  them  qualified,  diredl. 
The  wealthy  lover  ftore  of  gold  fliould  fend  ; 
The  lawyer  fhould,  in  courts,  your  caufe  defend. 
We,  who  write  verfe,  with  verfe  alone  ihould  bribe; 
Moil  apt  to  love  is  all  the  tuneful  tribe. 
By  us,  your  fame  fhall  through  the  world  be  blazed  } 
So  Nemefis,  fo  Cynthia's  name  was  rais'd. 
From  eafl  to  wefl,  Lycoris*  praifes  ring ; 
Nor  are  Corinna's  filent,  whom  we  fing. 
No  fraud  the  poet's  facred  breafl  can  bear ; 
Mild  are  his  manners,  and  his  heart  fincere  : 
Nor  wealth  he  feeks,  nor  feels  ambition's  fires, 
But  fhuns  the  bar  ;  and  books  and  fhades  requires. 
Too  faithfully,  alas !  we  know  to  love, 
With  eafe  we  fix,  but  we  with  pain  remove  ; 
Our  fofter  fludies  with  our  fouls  combine, 
And  both  to  tendernefs  our  hearts  incline. 

S  2  Be 
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Be  gentle,  virgins,  to  the  Poet's  prayer, 
The  God  that  fills  him,  and  the  Mufe  revere  ; 
Something  divine  is  in  us,  and  from  heaven 
Th'  infpiring  fpirit  can  alone  be  given. 
'Tis  fin,  a  price  from  poets  to  exact ; 
But  'tis  a  fin  no  woman  fears  to  att. 
Yet  hide,  howe'er,  your  avarice  from  fight, 
Ll^iI  you  too  foon  your  new  admirer  fright. 

As  ikilful  riders  rein  with  difFerent  force, 
A  new-back'd  courfer,  and  a  well-train'd  horfe  ; 
Do  vou,  by  different  management,  engage 
The  man  in  years,  and  youth  of  greener  age. 
This,  while  the  wiles  of  love  are  yet  unknown. 
Will  gladly  cleave  to  you,  and  you  alone  : 
With  kind  carefles  oft  indulge  the  boy, 
And  all  the  harveft  of  his  heat  enjoy. 
^\lone,  thus  blefs'd,  of  rivals  moll  beware  ; 
Nor  love  nor  empire  can  a  rival  bear. 
Men  more  difcreetly  love,  when  more  mature, 
And  many  things,  which  youth  difdains,  endure: 
No  windows  break,  nor  houfes  fet  on  fire, 
Nor  tear  their  own,  or  miftrefs's  attire. 
In  youth,  the  boihng  blood  gives  fury  vent, 
But  men  in  years  more  calmly  wrongs  refent. 
As  wood  when  green,  or  as  a  torch  when  wet. 
They  flowly  burn,  but  long  retain  their  heat. 
More  bright  is  youthful  flame,  but  fooner  dies ; 
Then  fwiftly  feize  the  joy  that  fwiftly  flies. 

Thus  all  betraying  to  the  beauteous  foe. 
How  furely  to  enflave  ourfelves  we  (how  ! 


To 
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To  trufl:  a  traitor,  you'll  no  fcruple  make, 
Who  is  a  traitor  only  for  your  fake. 

"WTio  yields  too  foon,  will  foon  her  lover  lofe  ; 
Would  you  retain  him  long,  then  long  refufe. 
Oft  at  your  door  make  him  for  entrance  wait, 
There  let  him  lie,  and  threaten  and  intreat. 
When  cloy'd  with  fweets,  bitters  the  tafte  reflore ; 
Ships,  by  fair  winds,  are  fometimes  run  afhore. 
Hence  fprings  the  coldnefs  of  a  marry'd  life, 
The  hu(band,  when  he  pleafes,  has  his  wife. 
Bar  but  your  gate,  and  let  your  porter  cry 
**  Here's  no  admittance.  Sir ;  I  mull  deny." 
The  very  hufband,  fo  repuls'd,  v/fll  find 
A  growing  inclination  to  be  kind. 

Thus  far  with  foils  you've  fought ;  thofe  laid  afide, 
I  now  fnarp  weapons  for  the  fex  provide  ; 
No  doubt,  againft  myfelf  to  fee  them  try'd. 

When  firft  a  lover  you  defign  to  charm, 
Beware,  left  jealoufies  his  foal  alarm  ; 
Make  him  believe,  with  all  the  fl<:ill  you  can, 
That  he,  and  only  he's  the  happy  man. 
Anon,  by  due  degrees,  fmall  doubts  create. 
And  let  him  fear  fome  rival's  better  fate. 
Such  little  arts  make  love  its  vigour  hold, 
Which  ^Ife  would  languilh,  and  too  foon  grow  old. 
Then  ftrains  th«  courfer,  to  outftrip  the  wind. 
When  one  before  him  runs,  and  one  he  hears  behind. 
I.ove,  when  extin6l,  fufpicions  may  revive  ; 
I  own,  when  mine's  fecure,  'tis  fcarce  alive. 

S   ::  Yc 
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Yet  one  precaution  to  this  rule  belongs ; 
Let  us  at  mod  fufpect,  not  prove  our  wrongs. 
Sometime?,  your  lover  to  incite  the  more. 
Pretend  your  hufband's  fpies  befet  the  door  : 
Though  free  as  Thais,  ftill  affect  a  fright, 
For  feeming  danger  heightens  the  delight. 
Oft  let  the  youth  in  through  your  window  fleal. 
Though  he  might  enter  at  the  door  as  well ; 
And  fometimes  let  your  maid  furprife  pretend. 
And  beg  you  in  fome  hole  to  hide  your  fi-iend. 
Yet  ever  and  anon  difpel  his  fear. 
And  let  him  tafte  of  happinefs  lincere  ; 
I^eft,  quite  diihearten'd  with  too  much  fatigue. 
He  {hould  grow  weary  of  the  dull  intrigue. 

But  I  forget  to  tell  how  you  may  try 
Both  to  evade  the  hufband,  and  the  fpy. 

That  wives  fhould  of  their  hufbands  ftand  in  awe. 
Agrees  with  juftice,  modefly,  and  law  : 
But  that  a  miflrefs  may  be  lawful  prize. 
None  but  her  keeper,  I  am  fure,  denies  : 
For  fuch  fair  nymphs  thefe  precepts  are  defign'd. 
Which  ne'er  can  fail,  join'd  with  a  willing  mind. 
Though  ftuck  ^vith  Argus'  eyes  your  keeper  were, 
Advis'd  by  me,  you  ihall  elude  his  care. 

A\Tien  you  to  wafh  or  bathe  retire  from  fight. 
Can  he  obferve  what  letters  then  you  wiite  ? 
Or,  can  his  caution  againll  fuch  provide. 
Which,  in  her  bread,  your  confident  may  hide  ? 
Can  he  the  note  beneath  her  garter  view. 
Or  that,  which,  more  conceal'd,  is  in  her  fhoe  ? 

Vet, 
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Yet,  thefe  perceived,  you  may  her  back  undrefs, 
And,  writing  on  her  flvin,  your  mind  exprefs. 
New  milk,  or  pointed  fpires  of  flax,  when  green, 
Will  ink  fupply,  and  letters  mark  unfeen  : 
Fair  xWll  the  paper  (hew,  nor  can  be  read, 
Till  all  the  writing's  with  warm  afnes  fpread. 

Acrifius  was,  vnth  ail  his  care,  betray'd  ; 
And  in  his  tower  of  brafs  a  grandfire  made. 
Can  fpies  avail,  when  you  to  plays  refort. 
Or  in  the  Circus  view  the  noble  fport  ? 
Or,  can  you  be  to  Ifis'  fane  purfued. 
Or  Cybele's,  whofe  rites  all  men  exclude  ? 
Though  watchful  fer\-ants  to  the  bagnio  come, 

They're  ne'er  admitted  to  the  bathing  room. 

Or  when  fome  fudden  iicknefs  you  pretend. 

May  you  not  take  to  your  fick-bed  a  friend  ? 

Falfe  keys  a  private  paffage  may  procure. 

If  not,  there  are  m.ore  ways  behdes  the  door. 

Sometimes,  with  wine,  your  watchful  follower  treat ; 

When  drunk,  you  may  with  eafe  his  care  defeat ; 

Or,  to  prevent  too  fudden  a  furprife, 

Prepare  a  deeping  draught  to  feal  his  eyes : 

Or  let  your  maid,  HiU  longer  time  to  gain. 

An  inclination  for  his  perfon  feign  ; 

With  faint  refiilance  let  her  drill  him  on, 

And,  after  competent  delays,  be  won. 

But  what  need  all  thefe  various  doubtful  wiles, 

Since  gold  the  greateft  vigilance  beguiles  ? 

Believe  me,  men  and  gods  with  gifts  are  pleas'd ; 

Ev'n  angiT  Jove  with  offerings  is  appeas'd. 

S  4  With 
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With  prefents,  fools  and  wife  alike  are  caught. 
Give  but  enough,  the  hufband  may  be  bought. 
But  let  me  warn  you,  when  you  bribe  a  fpy, 
That  you  for  ever  his  connivance  buy ; 
Pay  him  his  price  at  once,  for  with  fuch  men 
You'll  know  no  end  of  giving  now  and  then. 

Once,  I  remember,  I  with  caufe  complain'd 
Of  jealoufy,  occafion'd  by  a  friend  : 
Believe  me,  apprehenfions  of  that  kind 
Are  not  alone  to  our  falfe  fex  confin'd. 
Truft  not  too  far  your  (he-companion's  truth, 
Left  fhe  fometimes  fhould  intercept  the  youth": 
The  very  confident  that  lends  the  bed, 
May  entertain  your  lover  in  your  ftead  ; 
Nor  keep  a  fervant  with  too  fair  a  face. 
For  fuch  I've  known  fupply  her  lady's  place. 

But  whither  do  I  run  with  heedlefs  rage. 
Teaching  the  foe  unequal  war  to  wage  ? 
Did  ever  bird  the  fowler's  net  prepare  ? 
Was  ever  hound  inftrufted  by  the  hare  ? 
But,  all  felf-ends  and  intereft  fet  apart, 
I'll  faithfully  proceedto  teach  my  art-: 
Defencelefs  and  unarm'd,  expofe  my  life, 
Arid  for  the  Lemnian  ladies  whet  the  knife. 

Perpetual  fondnefs  of  your  lovtr  feign. 
Nor  will  you  find  it  hard,  belief  to  gain  ; 
Full  af  himfelf,  he  your  defign  will  aid, 
To  what  we  wifh,  'tis  eafy  to  perfuade. 
With  dp'ng  eyes  his  face  and  form  furvey, 
Then  figh,  and  wonder  he  fo  long  could  flay. 


Now 
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"Now  drop  a  tear  your  forrows  to  aflfuage, 

Anon  reproach  him,  and  pretend  to  rage  : 

Such  proofs  as  thefe  will  all  diilruft  remove, 

And  make  him  pity  your  excelTive  love. 

Scarce  to  himfelf  will  he  forbear  to  cry, 

**  How  can  I  let  this  poor  fond  creature  die  ?" 

But  chiefly  one,  fuch  fond  behaviour  fires, 

Who  courts  his  glafs,  and  his  own  charms  admires. 

Proud  of  the  homage  to  his  merit  done. 

He'll  think  a  goddefs  might  with  eafe  be  won. 

Light  wrongs,  be  fure,  you  ftill  with  mildnefs  bear. 
Nor  ftraight  fly  out,  when  you  a  rival  fear  : 
Let  not  your  paflion  o'er  your  fenfe  prevail, 
Nor  credit  lightly  every  idle  tale. 
Let  Procris'  fate  a  fad  example  be 
Of  what  effects  attend  credulity. 

Near  where  his  purple  head  Hymettus  fhows, 
And  flowering  hills,  a  facred  fountain  flows ; 
With  foft  and  verdant  turf  the  foil  is  fpread, 
And  fweetly-fmelling  fhrubs  the  ground  o^erfliade. 
There  rofemary  and  bay  their  odours  join, 
And  with  the  fragrant  myrtle's  fcent  combine. 
The  tamarifks  with  thick-leav'd  box  are  found-. 
And  cytifTus  and  garden-pines  abound  : 
While  through  the  boughs  foft  winds  of  Zephyr  pafs. 
Tremble  the  leaves,  and  tender  tops  of  grafs. 
Hither  would  Cephalus  retreat  to  reft. 
When  tir'd  with  hunting,  or  with  heat  oppreft  ; 
And  thus  to  Air  the  panting  youth  would  pray, 
■*'  Come,  gentle  Aura,  come,  this  heat  allay.'* 

But 
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But  fome  tale-bearing,  too  officious  friend, 
By  chance  o'erheard  him,  as  he  thus  complain'd  ;r. 
"\\T\o  with  the  news  to  Procris  quick  repaired, 
Repeating  word  for  word  what  fhc  had  heard. 
Soon  as  the  name  of  Aura  reach'd  her  ears. 
With  jealoufy  furpris'd,  and  fainting  fears, 
Her  rofy  colour  fled  her  lovely  face, 
And  agonies,  hke  death,  fupply'd  the  place  : 
Pale  fhe  appear'd  as  are  the  falling  leaves. 
When  firft  the  vine  the  winter's  blall  receives. 
Of  ripen'd  quinces,  fuch  the  yellow  hue. 
Or,  when  unripe,  we  cornel-berries  view% 
Reviving  from  her  fwoon,  her  robes  flie  tore, 
Nor  her  own  faultlefs  face  to  wound  forbore. 
Now  all  dilhevell'd,  to  the  wood  fhe  flies. 
With  Bacchanalian  fur)-  in  her  eyes. 
Thither  arriv'd,  flie  leaves  below  her  friends, 
And  all  alone  the  fhady  hill  afcends. 
What  folly,  Procris,  o'er  thy  mind  prevail'd  ? 
What  rage  thus  fatally  to  lie  conceal'd  ? 
Whoe'er  this  Aura  be   (fuch  was  thy  thought). 
She  now  (hall  in  the  very  fadl  be  caught. 
Anon,  thy  heart  repents  its  rafli  defigns. 
And  now  to  go,  and  now  to  flay  inclines  : 
Thus  love  with  doubts  perplexes  fliil  thy  mind. 
And  makes  thee  feek  what  thou  muft  dread  to  find. 
But  ftill  thy  rival's  name  rings  in  thy  ears. 
And  more  fufpicious  ilill  the  place  appears  ; 
But  more  than  all,  excefTive  love  deceives, 
Which  all  it  fears,  too  eafily  believes. 

And 
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And  now  a  chilnefs  runs  through  ever)-  vein. 
Soon  as  fhe  faw  where  Cephalus  had  lain. 
'Twas  noon,  when  he  again  retir'd,  to  fhun 
The  fcorching  ardour  of  the  mid-day  fun  : 
With  water  firll  he  fprinkled  o'er  his  face, 
"WTiich  glow'd  with  heat,  then  fought  his  ufual  place. 
Procris,  with  anxious,  but  with  filent  care, 
View'd  him  extended,  with  his  bofom  bare; 
And  heard  him  foon  th'  accuftom'd  words  repeat, 
*'  Come,  Zephyr ;  Aura,  come  ;  allay  this  heat  ;'* 
Soon  as  fhe  found  her  error,  from  the  word. 
Her  colour  and  her  temper  were  reilorM. 
With  joy  fnc  rofe  to  clafp  him  in  her  arms, 
But  Cephalus,  the  rufthng  noife  alarms ; 
Some  beail  he  thinks  he  in  the  bufhes  hears, 
And  ilrait  his  arrows  and  his  bow  prepares. 
"  Hold,  hold,  unhappy  yov/ch  I" — 1  call  in  vain, 
With  thy  own  hand  thou  haft  thy  Procris  flain. 
"  Me,  me  (fhe  cries)  thou'ft  wounded  with  thy  dart! 
*'  But  Cephalus  was  wont  to  wound  this  heart. 
*'  Yet  lighter  on  my  afhes  earth  will  lie, 
*'  Since,   though  untimely,  I  unrivall'd  die  : 
"  Come,  clofe  with  thy  dear  hand  my  eyes  in  death, 
*'  Jealous  of  Air,  to  Air  I  yield  my  breath." 
Clofe  to  his  heavy  heart  her  cheek  he  laid. 
And  wafh'd,  with  ftreaming  tears,  the  wound  he  made; 
At  length  the  fprings  of  life  their  currents  leave, 
And  her  laft  gafp  her  hufband's  lips  receive. 

Now,  to  purfue  our  voyage  we  provide. 

Till  fafc  to  port  our  wear)^  bark  we  guide. 

You 
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You  may  exped,  perhaps,  I  now  (hould  teach 
What  rules  to  treats  and  entertainments  reach. 
Come  not  the  firil,  invited  to  a  feaft ; 
Rather  come  laft,  as  a  more  gratefal  gueft. 
For  that,  of  which  we  fear  to  be  depriv'd, 
Meets  with  the  fureft  welcome  when  arriv'd, 
Befides,  complexions  of  a  coarfer  kind 
From  candle-light  no  fmall  advantage  find. 
During  the  time  you  eat  obferve  fome  grace, 
Nor  kt  your  unwip'd  hands  befmear  your  face  ; 
Nor  yet  too  fqueamifhly  your  meat  avoid, 
Left  we  fufpeft  you  were  in  private  cloy'd. 
Of  all  extremes  in  either  kind  beware, 
And  ftill  before  your  belly's  fuH  forbear. 
No  glutton-nymph,  however  fair,  can  wound, 
Though  more  than  Helen  fhe  in  charms  abound.. 

I  own,  I  think,  of  wine  the  moderate  ufe 
More  fuits  the  fex,  and  fooner  finds  excufe  ; 
It  warms  the  blood,  adds  luftre  to  the  eyes. 
And  wine  and  love  have  always  been  allies. 
But  carefully  from  all  intemperance  keep. 
Nor  drink  till  you  fee  double,  lifp,  or  ficep. 
For  in  fuch  fleeps  brutalities  are  done. 
Which,  though  you  loatlie,  you  have  no  power  to  (hun. 

And  now  th'  inftruclcd  nymph  from  table  led, 
Should  next  be  taught  how  to  behave  in  bed. 
But  modefty  forbids :   nor  more,  my  Mufe 
With  weary  wings  the  laboured  flight  purfues  ; 
Her  purple  fwans  unyok'd  the  chariot  leave. 
And  needful  reft  (their  journey  done)  receive. 

Thus, 


I 


I 
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Thus,  with  impartial  care,  my  art  I  fhow, 
And  equal  arms  on  either  fex  beflow  : 
While  men  and  maids,  who  by  my  rules  improve, 
Ovid  mull  own  their  mailer  is  in  love- 
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AN      EPISTLE      TO 
SIR      RICHARD      TEMPLE. 

'T^IS  ftrange,  dear  Temple,  how  it  comes  to  pafs, 

-*~     That  no  one  man  is  pleas'd  with  what  he  has. 
So  Horace  fmgs — and  fure  as  llrange  is  this. 
That  no  one  man's  difpleas'd  with  what  he  is. 
The  foolifh,  ugly,  dull,  impertinent. 
Are  with  their  perfons  and  their  parts  content. 
Nor  is  that  all,  fo  odd  a  thing  is  man. 
He  moil  would  be  what  leail  he  fliould  or  can. 
Hence,  homely  faces  ilill  are  foremoil  feen. 
And  crofs-{hap*d  fops  afFe6l  the  niceil  mien  ; 
Cowards  extol  true  courage  to  the  fkies. 
And  fools  are  ilill  moil  forward  to  advife  ; 
Th'  untruiled  wretch  to  fecrefy  pretends, 
Whifpering  his  nothing  round  to  all  as  friends. 
DuU  rogues  afFe6l  the  politician's  part. 
And  learn  to  nod,  and  fmile,  and  fnrug  with  art 
Who  nothing  has  to  lofe,  the  war  bewails, 
And  he  w^ho  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails. 

Thus 
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Thus  man  pen-erfe  againft  plain  nature  ftrives, 
And  to  be  artfully  abfurd  contrkes. 
Plautus  will  dance,  Lufcus  at  ogling  aims, 
Old  Tritus  keeps,  and  undone  Probus  games. 
Noifome  Curculio,  whofe  envenom'd  breath, 
Though  at  a  dillance  utter'd,  threatens  death, 
Full  in  your  teeth  his  (linking  v;hifper  throws ; 
Nor  mends  his  manners,  though  you  hold  your  nofe^ 
Therfites,  who  feems  born  to  give  offence, 
From  uncouth  form,  and  frontlefs  impudence, 
AlTumes  foft  airs,  and  with  a  ilur  comes  in. 
Attempts  a  fmile,  and  fhocks  you  with  a  grin. 
Raucus  harangues  with  a  difTuafive  grace. 
And  Helluo  invites  v/ith  a  forbidding  face. 

Nature  to  each  allots  his  proper  fphere. 
But,  that  forfaken,  we  like  comets  err  : 
Tofs'd  through  the  void,  by  fome  rude  fhock  we're  broke. 
And  all  her  boafted  iire  is  loll  in  fmoke. 

Next  to  obtaining  wealth,  or  power,  or  eafe, 
Men  mofc  affeft  in  general  to  pleafe  ; 
Of  this  affedlion  vanity's  the  fource. 
And  vanity  alone  obllructs  its  courfe  ; 
That  telefcope  of  fools,  through  which  they  fpy 
Merit  remote,  and  think  the  object  nigh. 
The  glafs  remov'd,  would  each  himfc^lf  furvey, 
And  in  jufi:  fcales  his  ftrength  and  weaknefs  weigh, 
Purfue  the  path  for  which  he  was  defign'd, 
And  to  his  proper  force  adapt  his  mind  ; 
Scarce  one  but  to  fome  merit  might  pretend. 
Perhaps  might  pleafe,  at  leail  would  not  offend. 

z  Who 
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"Wlio  would  reprove  us  while  he  makes  us  laugh, 
Muil  be  no  Ba\nus,  but  a  BIckerftafF. 
If  Garth,  or  Blackmore,  friendly  potions  give, 
We  bid  the  dying  patient  drink  and  live  : 
"VMien  Murus  come?,  we  cry,   "  Beware  the  pill  i"- 
And  wifh  the  tradefman  were  a  tradefman  ftill. 
If  Addifon,  or  Rowe,  or  Prior  \\Tite, 
We  ftudy  them  with  prolit  and  delight : 
But  when  vile  Macer  and  Mundungus  rhyme, 
We  grieve  \ve\e  learnt  to  read,  ay,  curfe  the  time. 
All  rules  of  pleafmg  in  this  one  unite, 
''  AfFecl  not  any  thing  in  Nature's  fpite." 
Baboons  and  apes  ridiciJous  we  find  ; 
For  what  ?   For  ill-refembling  human-kind. 
*'  None  are,  for  being  what  they  are,  in  fault, 
*'  But  for  not  being  what  they  would  be  thought." 
Thus  I,  dear  friend,  to  you  my  thoughts  impart. 
As  to  one  perfect  in  the  pleafmg  art ; 
If  art  it  may  be  call'd  in  you,  who  feem 
By  Nature  forni'd  for  love,  and  for  efteem. 
Affecting  none,  all  virtues  you  poITefs, 
And  really  are  what  others  but  profefs. 
I'll  not  offend  you,  while  mylelf  I  pleafe  ; 
I  loathe  to  flatter,  though  I  love  to  praife. 
But  when  fuch  early  worth  fo  bright  appears. 
And  antedates  the  fame  which  waits  on  years  ; 
I  can't  fo  ftupidly  affefted  prove. 
Not  to  confefs  it  in  the  man  I  love. 
Though  now  I  aim  not  at  that  known  applaufe 
You've  won  in  arms,  and  in  your  countr)-'s  caufe  ; 

Nor 
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Nor  patriot  now,  nor  hero  I  commend, 

But  the  companion  praife,  and  boaft  the  friend- 
But  you  may  think,  and  fome,  lefs  partial,  fay 

That  I  prefume  too  much  in  this  effay. 

How  fiiould  I  fhow  what  pleafes  ?    How  explain 

A  rule,,  to  which  I  never  could  attain  ? 

To  this  objeftion  I'll  make  no  reply. 

But  tell  a  tale,  which,  after,  we'll  apply^ 
I've  read,  or  heard,  a  learned  perfon  once- 

(Concerned  to  find  his  only  fon  a  dunce) 

Compos'd  a  book  in  favour  of  the  lad, 

A^^ofe  memor)^,  it  feems,  was  very  bad. 

This  work  contain'd  a  world  of  wholefome  rules, 

To  help  the  frailty  of  forgetful  fools. 

The  careful  parent  laid  the  treatife  by, 

Till  time  fhould  make  it  proper  to  apply. 

Simon,  at  length,  the  look'd-for  age  attains. 

To  read  and  profit  by  his  father's  pains  ; 

And  now  the  fire  prepares  the  book  t'  impart, 

\\Tiich  was  yclept.  Of  Memory  the  Art. 

But  ah  !   how  oft  is  human  care  in  vain  ! 

For,  now  he  could  not  find  his  book  again. 

The  place  where  he  had  laid  it  he  forgot. 

Nor  could  himfelf  remember  what  he  wrote. 
Now  to  apply  the  llory  that  I  tell. 

Which,  if  not  true,  is  yet  invented  well. 

Such  is  my  cafe  :  like  moft  of  theirs  who  teach  ; 

I  iU  may  pradlife  what  I  well  may  preach. 

Myfelf  not  trj'ing,  or  not  turn'd  to  pleafe, 

May  lay  the  line,  and  meafure  out  the  ways. 

The 
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The  Mulclbers,  who  in  the  Minories  fweat, 

And  maili%'e  bars  on  ftubborn  anvils  beat, 

Deform'd  themfelves,  yet  forge  thofe  ilays  of  fteel. 

Which  arm  Amelia  with  a  fhape  to  kill. 

So  Macer  and  Mundungus  fchool  the  times. 

And  write  in  rugged  profe  the  rales  of  fofter  rhymes^ 

Well  do  they  play  the  careful  critic's  part, 

Inflriicliing  doubly  by  their  matchlefs  art  : 

Rules  for  good  verfe  they  firfl  with  pains  indite, 

Then  (hew  us  what  are  bad  by  what  they  write. 


R 
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LORD      VISCOUNT      C  O  B  H  A  M,     1729. 
**  Albi  fermonum  noftrorum  candide  judex." 

QINCEREST  critic  of  my  profe  or  rhyme, 

Tell  how  thy  pleafing  Stowe  employs  thy  time, 
Sav,  Cobham,  what  amufes  thy  retreat  ? 
Or  ftratagems  of  war,  or  fchemes  of  ftate  ? 
Doll  thou  recal  to  mind  with  joy,  or  grief, 
Great  Marlborough^s  atlions  ;  that  immortal  chief,. 
Whofe  flighteft  trophy  raisM  in  each  campaign, 
More  than  fufiic'd  to  fitrnalize  a  reisfn  ? 
Does  thy  remembrance  riling  warm  thy  heart 
With  glory  paft,  where  thou  thyfelf  hadft  part  I 
Or  doft  thou  grieve  indignant  now  to  fee 
The  fruitlefs  end  of  all  thy  vidlor}'  ; 

Vol.  XXXIV.  T  To 
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To  fee  th'  audacious  foe,  fo  late  fubdued, 

Difpiite  thofe  terms  for  which  fo  long  they  fued. 

As  if  Britannia  now  were  funk  fo  low, 

To  beg  that  peace  fhe  wonted  to  beftow  ? 

Be  far  that  guilt !  be  never  known  that  fhame  ! 

That  England  fhould  r^tracl  her  rightful  claim, 

Or,  cealing  to  be  dreaded  and  ador'd, 

Stain  with  her  pen  the  luftre  of  her  fword. 

Or  doil  thou  give  the  winds  afar  to  blow 

Each  vexing  thought,  and  heart-devouring  woe. 

And  fix  thy  mind  alone  on  rural  fcenes  ; 

To  turn  the  levell'd  lawns  to  hquid  plains, 

To  raife  the  creeping  nils  from  humble  beds. 

And  force  the  latent  fprings  to  lift  their  heads. 

On  wateiy  columns,  capitals  to  rear, 

That  mix  their  flowing  curls  with  upper  air  ? 

Or  doll  thou,  weary  grown,  thefe  works  neglecl, 

No  temples,  ftatues,  obelifks,  erecl, 

But  catch  the  morning  breeze  from  fra2;rant  meads  ? 

Or  fhun  the  noontide  ray  in  wholefome  Ihades? 

Or  flowiy  walk  along  the  mazy  w-ood. 

To  meditate  on  all  that's  wife  and  good  ? 

Eor  nature,  bountiful,  in  thee  has  join'd 

A  perfon  pleafmg  with  a  worthy  mind; 

Not  given  thee  foi-m  alone,  but  means,  and  art, 

To  draw  the  eye,  or  to  allure  the  heart. 

Poor  were  the  praife  in  fortune  to  excel, 

Yet  want  the  way  to  ufe  that  fortune  wtil. 

^^^lile  thus  adorn'd,  while  thus  with  virtue  crown'd, 

At  home  in  peace,  abroad  in  arms  renovrn'd  j 

z  Grati- 
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Graceful  in  form,  and  winning  in  addrefs; 

While  well  you  think,  what  aptly  you  exprefs ; 

With  health,  with  honour,  with  a  fair  eftate, 

A  table  free,  and  eloquently  neat, 

What  can  be  added  more  to  mortal  blifs  ? 

AVhat  can  he  want  who  ftands  polTeil  of  this  ? 

What  can  the  fondefl  wifhing  mother  more 

Of  heaven  attentive  for  her  fon  implore  ? 

And  yet  a  happinefs  remains  unknown, 

Or  to  phiiofophy  reveal'd  alone  ; 

A  precept,  which,  unpraclis'd,  renders  vain 

Thy  flowing  hopes,  and  pleafure  turns  to  pain. 

Should  hope  and  fear  thy  heart  alternate  tear, 

Or  love,  or  hate,  or  rage,  6r  anxious  care, 

Whatever  paflions  may  thy  mind  infeft, 

(Where  is  that  mind  which  paflions  ne'er  moled  :) 

Amidft  the  pangs  of  fuch  ir.teftine  ftrife, 

Still  think  the  prefent  day  the  laft  of  life  ; 

Defer  not  till  to-morrov/  to  be  wife, 

To-morrow's  fun  to  thee  may  never  rife. 

Or  (hould  to-morrow  chance  to  cheer  thy  fight 

With  her  enlivening  and  unlook'd-for  light, 

How  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays ! 

As  favours  unexpe6led  doubly  pleafe. 

Who  thus  can  think,  and  who  fuch  thoughts  purfues. 

Content  may  keep  his  life,  or  calmly  lofe  : 

All  proofs  of  this  thou  may'il  thyfelf  receive, 

"When  leifure  from  affairs  will  give  thee  leave. 

Come,  fee  thy  friend,  retir'd  without  regret, 

Forgetting  care,  or  ftrlving  to  forget ; 

T  2  U 
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In  eafy  contemplation  foothing  time 

With  morals  much,  and  now  r*nd  then  with  rhyme 

Not  fo  robuft  in  body,  as  in  mind. 

And  always  undejefted,  though  dcclin'd  ; 

Not  wondering  at  the  world's  new  wicked  ways, 

Compared  \viih  thofe  of  our  fore-fathers  days ; 

For  virtue  now  is  neither  more  or  lefs, 

And  vice  is  only  varied  in  the  drefs. 

Believe  it,  men  have  ever  been  the  fame, 

And  all  the  golden  age  is  but  a  dream^ 


"WRITTEN  AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS, 


O    N 


MISS       TEMPLE, 

AFTERWARDS    LADY    OF    SIR    THOMAS    LYFTELTOK. 

T    EAVE,  leave  the  drawing-room, 

■■-^  Wliere  flowers  of  beauty  us'd  to  bloom  i. 

The  nymph  that's  fated  to  overcome. 

Now  triumphs  at  the  wells. 
Her  fhape,  and  air,  and  eyes,      • 
Her  face,  the  gay,  the  grave,  the  wife, 
The  beau,  in  fpite  of  box  an4  dice, 

Acknowledge,  all  excels. 

Ceafc 
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Ceafe,  ceafe,  to  afii  her  name. 

The  crowned  Mufe's  nobleft  theme, 

Whofe  glory  by  immortal  fame 

Shall  only  founded  be. 
But  if  you  long  to  know, 
Then  look  round  yonder  dazzling  row; 
"Who  mofl  does  like  an  angel  fliow, 

You  may  be  fure  'tis  ihe. 

See  near  thofe  facred  fprings, 
Which  cure  to  fell  difeafes  brings, 
(As  ancient  fame  of  Ida  iings) 

Three  goddeffes  appear  ! 
"Wealth,  glory,  two  polTeft ; 
The  third  with  charming  beauty  bleft. 
So  fair,  that  heaven  and  earth  confeil 

Slie  conquer'd  every  where. 

Like  her,  this  charmer  now 
Makes  every  love-fick  gazer  bow  ; 
Nay,  even  old  age  her  power  allow. 

And  banifh'd  flames  recall, 
Weahh  can  no  trophy  rear. 
Nor  glory  now  the  garland  wear  : 
To  beauty  every  Paris  here 

Devotes  the  golden  ball. 
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ON       THE 

SICKNESS     OF     MADAM     MOHUN,     AND 
MR.     CONGREVE. 

/^NE  fatal  day,  a  fympathetic  fire 
^-^   Seiz'd  him  that  writ,  and  her  that  did  infpirc>. 
Mohun,  the  Mufes  theme,  their  mailer  Congreve, 
Beauty  and  wit,  had  like  to  Ve  lain  in  one  grave. 
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PINDARIC        ODE 

HUMBLY    OFFERED    TO    THE 

CL  U  E  EN, 

ON        THE 

VICTORIOUS     PROGRESS    OF    HER    MAJESTy's    ARMS 

UNDER    THE    CONDUCT    OF    THE    DUKE    OF 

MARLBOROUGH* 

TO     WHICH     IS     PREFIXED^ 

A   DISCOURSE    ON   THE   PINDARIC    ODE» 

*' Operofa  parvus 

*'  Carmina  fingo."         HoR.  Lib.  iv.  Ode  z. 


ADISCOURSE    ON    THE   PINDARIC    ODE. 

nr'^HE  following  Ode  is  an  attempt  towards  rellorin^ 
-^     the  regularity  of  the  ancient  Lyric  Poetry,,  which* 
feems  to  be  altogether  forgotten    or  unknown  by  our 
Englifh  writers. 

There  is   nothing  more  frequent  among  us,  tlian  a 

fort  of  poems  intituled  Pindaric  Odes ;  pretending  to 
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be  written  in  imitation  of  the  manner  and  ftyle  of  Pin- 
dar, and  yet  I  do  not  know  that  there  is  to  this  day- 
extant  in  our  language,  one  Ode  contrived  after  his 
inodel.  "What  idea  can  an  Enghfh  reader  have  of 
Pindar  (to  whofe  mouth,  when  a  child,  the  bees 
brought  their  honey,  in  omen  of  the  future  fweetnefs 
and  melody  of  his  fongs)  when  he  (liall  fee  fuch 
rumbling  and  grating  papers  of  verfes,  pretending  to 
be  copies  of  his  works  ? 

The  charadler  of  thefe  late  Pindarics  is,  a  bundle 
of  rambling  incoherent  thoughts,  expreffed  in  a  like 
parcel  of  irregular  ftanzas,  which  alfo  confift  of  fuch 
another  complication  of  difproportioncd,  uncertain,  and 
perplexed  verfes  and  rhymes.  And  I  appeal  to  any 
reader,  if  this  is  not  the  condition  in  which  thefe 
titular  Odes  appear. 

On  the  contrary,  tliere  is  nothing  more  regular  than 
the  Odes  of  Pindar,  both  as  to  the  exact  abfen-ation  of 
the  meafures  and  numbers  of  his  ftanzas  and  verfes, 
and  the  perpetual  coherence  of  his  thoughts.  For 
though  his  digreilions  are  frequent,  and  his  tranfitions 
fudden,  yet  is  there  ever  fome  fecret  connection,  which, 
though  not  always  appearing  to  the  eye,  never  fails  to 
communicate  itfelf  to  the  underftanding  of  the  reader. 

The  liberty  which  he  took  in  his  numbers,  and 
\vhich  has  been  fo  mifunderllood  and  mifapplied  by  his 
pretended  imitators,  was  only  in  vaiying  the  ftanzas  in 
different  Odes ;  but  in  each  particular  Ode  they  are 
ever  correfpondent  one  to  another  in  their  turns,  and 
according  to  the  order  of  the  Ode. 

AU 
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All  the  Odes  of  Pindar  which  remain  to  us,  are  fongj 
^f  triumph,  viclor}',  or  fuccefs,  in  the  Grecian  games  ; 
they  were  fung  by  a  chorus,  and  adapted  to  the  lyre, 
and  fometimes  to  the  lyre  and  pipe  ;  they  confifted 
efteneft  of  three  ftanzas ;  the  firft  was  called  the  Strophe, 
from  the  vcrfion  or  circular  motion  of  the  fingers  in 
that  ilanza  from  the  right  hand  to  the  left.  The  fecond 
franza  was  called  the  Antiilrophe,  from  the  contraver- 
fion  of  the  chorus  ;  the  fingers,  in  performing  that, 
turning  from  the  left  hand  to  the  right,  contrar)-  always 
to  their  motion  in  the  Strophe.  The  third  ftanza  "w-^s 
called  the  Epcde  (it  may  be  as  being  the  after-fong), 
\vhich  they  fung  in  the  middle,  neither  turning  to  one 
hand  nor  the  other. 

What  the  origin  was  of  thefe  different  motions  and 
Jlations  in  finging  their  Odes,  is  not  our  prefent  bufincfs 
to  inquire.  Some  have  thought  that,  by  the  contrariety 
of  the  Strophe  and  Antiftrophe,  they  intended  to  repre- 
fcnt  the  contrarotation  of  the  Primum  Mobile,  in  re- 
fpeCT  of  the  Secunda  Mobilia  ;  and  that,  by  their  {land- 
ing ftiU  at  the  Epode,  they  meant  to  fignify  the  inability 
of  the  earth.  Others  afcribe  the  inftitution  to  Thefeus, 
who  thereby  expreffed  the  windings  and  turnings  of 
the  labyrinth,  in  celebrating  his  return  from  thence. 

The  method  obferved  in  the  compofition  of  thefe 
Odes,  was  therefore  as  follows  :  The  poet  having  made 
choice  of  a  certain  number  of  verfes  to  conilitute  his 
Strophe  or  firft  ftanza,  was  obliged  to  obferve  the  fame 
in  his  Antiftrophe,  or  fecond  ftanza ;  and  Vvhich  accord- 
ingly perpetually  agreed  whenever  repeated,  both  in 
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number  of  verfes  and  quantity  of  feet :  he  was  tliei> 
again  at  liberty  to  make  a  new  choice  for  his  thiid 
ftanza,  or  Epode  ;  where,  accordingly,  he  diveifified 
his  numbers,  as  his  ear  or  fancy  led  him  :  compofing 
that  ilanza  of  more  or  fewer  verfes  than  the  former,  and 
thofe  verfes  of  different  meaiures  and  quantities,  for 
the  greater  variety  of  harmony,  and  entertainment  of 
the  ear. 

But  then  this  Epode  being  thus  formed,  he  was 
ftriftly  obliged  to  the  fame  meafure  as  often  as  he 
fhould  repeat  it  in  the  order  of  his  Ode,  fo  that  every 
Epode  In  the  fame  Ode  is  eternally  the  fame  in  mea- 
fure and  quantity,  in  refped  to  itfelf ;  as  is  alfo  every 
Strophe  and  Antillrophe,  in  refpect  to  each  other. 

The  lyric  poet  Stefichorus  (whom  Longinus  reckons 
amongil  the  ablell  imitators  of  Homer,  and  of  whom 
Quintilian  fays,  that  if  he  could  have  kept  withia 
bounds,  he  would  have  been  neareft  of  any  body,  ia 
merit,  to  Homer)  was,  if  not  the  inventer  of  this  order 
in  the  Ode,  yet  fo  Uriel  an  obfen-er  of  it  in  his  com- 
pofitions,  that  the  three  ftanzas  of  Stefichorus  became 
a  common  proverb  to  exprefs  a  thing  univerfally 
known,  "  ne  tria  quidem  Stefichori  nofti  ;"  fo  that 
when  any  one  had  a  mind  to  reproach  another  with  ex  - 
celTive  ignorance,  he  could  not  do  it  more  effcdlually 
than  by  telling  him,  "  he  did  not  fo  much  as  know  the 
**  three  ftanzas  of  Stefichorus  ;"  that  is,  did  not  know 
that  an  Ode  ought  to  confifl  of  a  Strophe,  an  Anti- 
ftrophe,  and  an  Epode.  If  this  was  fuch  a  mark  of 
ignorance  among  them,  I  am  fure  we  have  been  pretty 
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long  liable  to  the  fame  reproof;  I  mean,  in  refpedl  o^ 
our  imitations  of  the  Odes  of  Pindar. 

My  intention  is  not  to  make  a  long  Preface  to  a 
fliort  Ode,  nor  to  enter  upon  a  difTcrtation  of  Lyric 
Poetr)-  in  general :  but  thus  much  I  thought  proper  to 
fay,  for  the  information  of  thofe  readers  whofe  courfe 
of  fludy  has  not  led  them  into  fuch  inquiries. 

I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  fo  mifunderllood,  as  to  have  it 
thought  that  I  pretend  to  give  an  exact  copy  of  Pindar 
in  this  enfuing  Ode  ;  or  that  1  look  upon  it  as  a  pattern 
for  hisimitators  for  the  future  :  far  from  fuch  thoughts  ; 
I  have  only  given  an  inftance  of  what  is  praciicable, 
and  am  fenfible  that  I  am  as  diilant  from  the  force  and 
elevation  of  Pindar,  as  others  have  hitherto  been  from 
the  harmony  and  regularity  of  his  numbers. 

Again,  we  having  no  chorus  to  fing  our  Odes,  the 
titles,  as  well  as  ufe  of  Strophe,  Antiflrophe,  and 
Epode,  are  obfolete  and  impertinent  :  and  certainly 
there  m.ay  be  ver)-  good  Enghfli  Odes,  without  the  dif- 
tinftion  of  Greek  appellations  to  their  ftanzas.  That 
I  have  mentioned  them  here,  and  obferved  the  order  of 
them  in  the  enfuing  Ode,  is  therefore  only  the  more  in- 
telligibly to  explain  the  extraordinary  regularity  of  the 
compofition  of  thefe  Odes,  which  have  been  reprefenteds 
to  us  hitherto,  as  the  mod  confufed  ftruclures  ia 
nature. 

However,  though  there  be  no  necefTity  that  our 
triumphal  Odes  fhould  confift  of  the  three  afore-men- 
tioned ftanzas ;  yet  if  the  reader  can  obferve  that  the 
great  variation  of  the  numbers  ija  the  third  ftanza  (call 
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it  Epode,  or  what  you  pleafe)  has  a  pleafing  effect  In 
the  Ode,  and  makes  him  return  to  the  firfl  and  fecond 
ilanzas  with  more  appetite  than  he  could  do,  if  ahvays 
cloyed  with  the  fame  quantities  and  meafurcs  ;  I  can- 
not fee  why  fome  ufe  may  not  be  made  of  Pindar's  ex- 
ample, to  the  great  improvement  of  the  Enghfh  Ode. 
There  is  certainly  a  pleafure  in  beholding  any  thing 
that  has  art  and  difficulty  in  the  contrivance  ;  efpecially 
If  it  appears  fo  carefully  executed,  that  the  difficulty 
does  not  fhew  itfelf,  till  it  is  fought  for ;  and  that  the 
feeming  eafmefs  of  the  work,  firll  fets  us  upon  the  in- 
qulrs'.  Nothing  can  be  called  beautiful  without  pro- 
portion. When  fymmetiy  and  harmony  are  wanting, 
neither  the  eye  nor  the  ear  can  be  pleafed.  Therefore 
certainly  poetry,  which  includes  painting  and  mufic, 
fhould  not  be  deftltute  of  them  ;  and  of  all  poetry, 
■efpecially  the  Ode,  whofe  end  and  effence  is  harm.ony. 

Mr.  Cowley,  in  his  Preface  to  his  Pindaric  Odes, 
fpeaking  of  the  mufic  of  numbers,  fays,  **  which  fome- 
"  times  (efpecially  In  Songs  and  Odes)  almoft  without 
**  any  thing  elfe  makes  an  excellent  poet." 

Having  mentioned  Mr.  Cowley,  it  may  ver\'  well  be 
expefted,  that  fomething  fhould  be  faid  of  him,  at  a 
time  when  the  imitation  of  Pindar  is  the  theme  of  our 
difcourfe.  But  there  Is  that  great  defei-ence  due  to  the 
memory,  great  parts,  and  learning  of  that  gentleman, 
that  I  think  nothing  fhould  be  objecled  to  the  latitude 
he  has  taken  in  his  Pindaric  Odes.  The  beauty  of  his 
verfes  are  an  atonement  for  the  irregularity  of  his 
ftanzas ;  and  though  he  did  not  imitate  Pindar  In  the 
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ftricinefs  of  his  numbers,  he  has  very  often  happily  co- 
pied him  in  the  force  of  his  figures,  and  fubhmity  of 
his  ftyle  and  fentiments. 

Yet  I  muil  beg  leave  to  add,  that  I  believe  thofc 
irregular  Odes  of  Mr.  Cowley  may  have  been  the  prin- 
cipal, though  innocent,  occafion  of  fo  many  deformed 
poems  fince,  which,  inilead  of  being  true  pictures  of 
Pindar,  have  (to  ufe  the  Italian  painters  term)  beea 
only  caricatures  of  him,  refemblances  that  for  the  moll 
part  have  been  either  horrid  or  ridiciJous. 

For  my  own  part,  I  frankly  own  my  error  in  having 
heretofore  mifcalled  a  few  irregular  ftanzas  a  Pindaric 
Ode  ;  and  poffibly,  if  others,  who  have  been  under  the 
fame  millake,  would  ingenuoufly  confefs  the  truth,  they 
might  own  that,  never  having  confulted  Pindar  himfelf, 
they  took  all  his  irregularity  upon  trull  ;  and,  finding 
their  account  in  the  great  eafe  with  which  they  could 
produce  Odes  without  being  obhged  either  to  meafure 
or  defign,  remained  fatisfied  ;  and,  it  may  be,  were  not 
altogether  unwilhng  to  neglecl  being  undeceived. 

Though  there  be  little  (if  any  thing)  left  of  Or- 
pheus but  his  name,  yet,  if  Paufanias  was  well  informed^ 
we  may  be  affured  that  brevity  was  a  beauty  which  he 
moil  induftrioufly  laboured  to  preferve  in  his  Hymns, 
notwithftanding,  as  the  fame  author  reports,  that  they 
were  but  few  in  number. 

The  fhortnefs  of  the  following  Ode  will,  I  hope, 
atone  for  the  length  of  the  Preface,  and  in  fome  mea- 
fure for  the  defeds  which  may  be  found  in  it.  It 
confiils  of  the  fame  number  of  llanzas  with  that  beau.- 
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tiful  Ode  of  Pindar,  which  is  the  firfl  of  his  Pythlcs  ; 
and  though  I  was  unable  to  imitate  him  in  any  other 
beauty,  I  refolved  to  endeavour  to  copy  his  brevity, 
and  take  the  advantage  of  a  remark  he  has  made  in  the 
lafl  Strophe  of  the  fame  Ode ;  which  take  in  the 
paraphrafe  of  Sudorius. 

**  Qui  multa  paucis  ftringere  commode 

**  Novere,  morfus  hi  facile  invidos 

*'  Spernunt,  &  auris  menfque  pura 

*'  Omne  fupen'acuum  rejeclat." 

O  D  E. 

I. 

■pv  AUGHT ER  of  Memor)',  immortal  Mufc, 
•^"^    Calliope  ;  what  poet  wilt  thou  choofe, 
Of  Anna's  name  to  fmg  ? 
To  whom  wilt  thou  thy  lir<;  Impart, 
Thy  lyre,  thy  voice,  and  tuneful  art  ; 
Whom  raife  fublime  on  thy  aethereal  wing. 
And  confecrate  vrlth  dev/s  of  thy  Caftalian  fpring  I 
II. 
Without  thy  aid,  the  moft  afpiring  m.ind 
Mull  flag  h)eneath,  to  narrow  flights  confin'd, 
Stri\ang  to  rife  in  vain  : 
Nor  e'er  can  hope  with  equal  lays 
To  celebrate  bright  Virtue's  praife. 
Thy  aid  obtaln'd,  ev'n  I,  the  humbled  fwam, 
May  climb  Pierian  heights,  and  quit  the  lowly  plain.  ^ 
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III. 
Higli  in  the  darn'  orb  is  hung, 

And  next  Alcides'  guardian  arm, 
That  harp  to  which  thy  Orpheus  fung. 

Who  woods,  and  rocks,  and  winds,  could  charm  £ 
That  harp  which  on  Cyllene's  iliady  hiil. 
When  firll  the  vocal  fhcll  was  found, 

With  more  than  mortal  fl<ill 
Inventer  Hermes  taught  to  found  : 
Hermes  on  bright  Latona's  fon. 
By  fweet  perfuafion  won. 
The  -wondrous  work  beftow'd  ; 

Latona's  fon,  to  thine 
Indulgent,  gave  the  gift  divine  : 
A  god  the  gift,  a  god  th'  invention  fhow'd. 
I. 
To  that  high-founding  lyre  I  tune  my  (trains  ; 
A  lower  note  his  lofty  fong  difdains 
Who  fmgs  of  Anna's  name. 
The  lyre  is  ftruck  !   the  founds  I  hear ! 
O  Mufe,  propitious  to  my  prayer ! 
O  v.-ell-known  founds  !    O  Melody,  the  fame 
That  kindled  Mantuan  fire,  and  rais'd  Msonian  flame, 
II. 
Nor  are  thefe  founds  to  Britifn  bards  unknov^-^, 
Or  fparingly  reveal'd  to  one  alone  : 

Witnefs  fweet  Spenfer*s  lays  ;. 
And  witnefs  that  immortal  fong. 
As  Spenfer  fweet,  as  Milton  ftrong, 
Which  humble  Boyne  o'er  Tiber's  flood  could  raife. 
And  m'glity  William  fing  v.-ith  v/ell-proportior.'dpraife. 
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III. 
Rife,  fair  Augufta,  lift  thy  head. 

With  golden  towers  thy  front  adorn  ; 
Come  forth,  as  comes  from  Tithon's  bed 
With  cheerful  ray  the  ruddy  morn. 
Thy  lovely  form,  and  frefh-reviving  ftate, 
In  cryftal  flood  of  Thames  fur\^ey  ; 

Then  blefs  thy  better  fate, 
Blefs  Anna's' mofl  aufpicious  fway.. 
While  dillant  realms  and  neighbouring  lands^ 
Arm'd  troops  and  hollile  bands 
On  every  fide  moleft. 

Thy  happier  clime  is  free. 
Fair  Capital  of  Liberty  ! 
And  plenty  knows,  and  days  of  halcyon  reft. 

I.  ' 
As  Britain's  ifle,  when  old  vex'd  Ocean  roars, 
Unfhaken  fees  againil  her  filver  fliores 
His  foaming  billows  beat  ; 
So  Britain's  Q^een,  amidft  the  jars 
And  tumults  of  a  world  in  wars, 
Fix'd  on  the  bafe  of  her  v/ell-founded  ftate. 
Serene  and  fafe  looks  down,  nor  feels  the  fhocks  of  fatei. 
II. 
But  greateft  fouls,  though  bleft  with  fweet  repofe, 
Are  fooneft  touchM  with  fenfe  of  others  woes. 
Thus  Anna's  mighty  mind. 
To  mercy  and  foft  pity  prone, 
And  mov'd  with  forrows  not  her  own, 
Has  all  her  peace  and  downy  reft  refign'd, 
To  wake  for  common  good,  and  fuccour  human-kind* 
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III. 
Fly,  tyranny  ;   no  more  be  known 
Within  Europa's  blifsful  bound  ; 
Far  as  th'  unhabitable  zone 
Fly  every  hofpitable  ground. 
To  horrid  Zembla's  frozen  realms  repair, 
There  with  the  baleful  beldam,  Night, 

Unpeopled  empire  fhare. 
And  rob  thofe  lands  of  legal  right. 
For  now  is  come  the  promised  hour. 
When  Juflice  fhall  have  power  ; 
Jullice  to  earth  reftor'd  ! 
Again  Allrea  reigns  1 
Anna  her  equal  fcale  m.aintains, 
And  Marlborough  wields  her  fure-deciding  fwordr 

I. 
Now,  couldft  thou  foar,  my  Mufe,  to  fmg  the  man 
In  heights  fublime,  as  when  the  Mantuan  fwan 
Her  towering  pinions  fpread  j 
Thou  fhould'ft  of  Marlborough  ling,  whofe  hand 
Unerring  from  his  Queen's  command. 
Far  as  the  feven-mouth'd  liter's  fecret  head. 
To  fave  th'  Imperial  Hate,  her  hardy  Britons  led. 

II. 
Nor  there  thy  fong  fhould  end ;  though  all  the  Nine 
Might  well  their  harps  and  heavenly  voices  join 
To  fmg  that  glorious  day. 
When  bold  Bavaria  fled  the  field, 
And  veteran  Gauls,  unus*d  to  yield,, 
On  Blenheim's  plain  imploring  mercy  lay  r 
And  fpoils  and  trophies  won,  perplex'd  the  victor's  wayv 
Vol.  XXXIV.  U  UI.  But 
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III. 

But  could  thy  voice  of  Blenheim  fing. 
And  with  fuccefs  that  fong  purfue  ; 
'What  art  could  aid  thy  wearied  wing 


To  keep  the  viftor  ftill  in 
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Tor  as  the  fun  ne'er  ftops  his  radiant  flight. 
Nor  fets  but  with  impartial  ray, 

To  all  who  want  his  light 
Alternately  transfers  the  day  ; 
So  in  the  glorious  round  of  fame, 
Great  Marlborough,  ftill  the  fame, 
IncefTant  runs  his  courfe  : 

To  climes  remote  and  near 
His  conquering  arms  by  turns  appear. 
And  univerlal  is  his  aid  and  force. 
I. 
Attempt  not  to  proceed,  unwary  Mufe, 
For  O  !  what  notes,  what  num.bers  could'ft  thou  choofe^ 
Though  in  all  numbers  f]<Ill'd^ 
To  fing  the  hero's  matchlefs  deed. 
Which  Belgia  fav'd.  and  Brabant  freed ; 
To  fmg  Ramillia's  day  !    to  which  muft  yield 
Cannss's  illuftrious  fight,  and  fam'd  Phanalia's  field  ? 
II. 
In  the  (hoYt  courfe  of  a  diurnal  fun. 
Behold  the  work  of  many  ages  done  ! 
WTiat  verfe  fuch  worth  can  raife  ? 
Luftre  and  life,  the  poet's  art 
To  middle  virtue  may  impart.; 
But  deeds  fublime,  exalted  high  like  thefe, 
Tranfcend  his  utmoft  flight,  and  mock  his  diftant  praife. 

III.  Star 
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III. 
Stin  Vs'culd  the  willing  Mufe  afpire, 

With  tranfport  ftill  her  ftrains  prolong.; 
But  fear  unftrings  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  admiration  Itops  her  fong. 
■Go  on,  great  chief,  in  Anna's  caufe  proceed  ; 
Nor  fheath  the  terrors  of  thy  fword, 

Till  Europe  thou  haft  freed, 
And  univerfal  peace  reftor'd. 
This  mighty  work  when  thou  fhalt  end. 
Equal  rewards  attend, 
Of  value  far  above 

Thy  tiophies  and  thy  fpoils  ; 
Rewards  ev'n  worthy  of  thy  toils, 
The  Qiieen's  juft  favour,  and  thy  Countiy's  love. 


U  2  T<J 
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TO    THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE   THE 

EARL      OF      G   O   D  O    L   P   H   I   N, 

LORD   HIGH-TREASURER   OT   GREAT   BRITAIN. 

PINDARIC       ODE. 


" Quemvis  media  erue  turba  : 

*'  Aut  ob  avaritiam,  aut  mifera  ambitione  laborat. 

*'  H'Jnc  capit  argenti  fplendor 

**  Hie  mutat  merces  furgente  a  fole,  ad  eum  quo 
"  Vefpertina  tepet  regio  :  quin  per  mala  praeceps 

*«  Fei-tur 

<♦  Omnes  hi  metuunt  verlus,  odere  poeras." 

HoR.  L.  i.  Sst.  4. 


'T^O  hazardous  attempts  and  hardy  toils 
-*•  Ambition  fome  excites  ; 

And  fome  defire  of  martial  fpoils 

To  bloody  fields  invites  ; 
Others  infatiate  thirft  of  gain 
Provokes  to  tempt  the  dangerous  main, 
To  pafs  the  burning  line,  and  bear 
Th'  inclemenc""  of  \Wnds,  and  feas,  and  air  ; 
Preffing  the  doubtful  voyage  till  India's  fhore 
Her  fpicy  bofom  bares,  and  fpreads  her  fhining  ore. 

II.  Now 
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II. 
Nor  widows  tears,  nor  tender  orphans  cries, 
Can  flop  th'  invader's  force  ; 
Nor  fweUing  feas,  nor  threatening  (kies, 

Prevent  the  pirate's  coni-fe  : 
Their  lives  to  felfifn  ends  decreed. 
Through  blood  or  rapine  they  proceed  ; 
No  anxious  thoughts  of  ill  repute 
Sufpend  th'  impetuous  and  unjuft  purfuit : 
But  power  and  wealth  obtain'd,  guilty  and  great, 
Their  fellow-creatures  fears  they  raife,  or  urge  their  hate. 

TIL 

But  not  for  thefe  his  ivor^'  Utc 

Will  tuneful  Phoebus  ilring, 

Nor  Polyhymnia  crown'd  amid  the  choir, 

Th'  immortal  epode  fing. 
Thy  fprings,  Cailaha,  turn  their  ftreams  afidc 

From  rapine,  avarice,  and  pride  ; 
Nor  do  thy  greens,  fhady  Aonia,  grow 

To  bind  with  wTeaths  a  tyrant's  brow, 

I. 

How  juft,  mofl  mighty  Jove,  yet  how  fevere, 
Is  thy  fupreme  decree, 
That  impious  men  fhall  joylefs  hear 

The  Mufe's  harmony ! 
Their  facred  fongs,  (the  recompenfe 
Of  virtue  and  of  innocence) 
\\Tiich  pious  minds  to  rapture  raife, 
And  worthy  deeds  at  once  excite  and  pralfe, 

U  3  To 
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To  guilty  hearts  afford  no  kind  relief; 
But  add  inflaming  rage,  and  more  afflifting  grief. 

II. 
Monflrous  T)'phoEus  thus  new  terrors  fill. 
He,  who  aflail'd  the  fkies, 
And  now  beneath  the  burning  hill 

Of  dreadful  jEtna  lies. 
Hearing  the  lyre's  celeftial  found. 
He  bellows  in  th'  abyfs  profound  j 
Sicilia  trembles  at  his  roar, 
-Tremble  the  feas,  and  far  Campania's  fhore  ;: 
While  all  his  hundred  mouths  at  once  refpire 
Volumes  of  curling  fmoke,  and  floods  of  liquid  fire, 
HI. 
From  heaven  alone  all  good  proceeds  ; 
To  heavenly  minds  belong 
All  power  and  love,  Godolphin,  of  good  deeds> 

And  fenfe  of  facred  fong  ! 
And  thus  mofl:  pleafing  are  the  Mufe's  lays 

To  them  who  merit  moft  her  praife  ; 
Wherefore,  for  thee  her  ivory  lyre  (he  ftrings. 
And  foars  with  rapture  while  fiie  fings, 
L 
Whether  affairs  of  moft  important  weight 
Require  thy  aiding  hand. 
And  Anna's  caufe  and  Europe's  fate 

Thy  ferious  thoughts  demand  ; 
Whether  thy  days  and  nights  are  fpent 
In  cares,  on  public  good  intent  j 

2  Or 
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Or  whether  leifure  hours  invite 
To  manly  fports,  or  to  refinM  delight ; 
In  courts  refiding,  or  to  plains  retir'd, 
Where  generous  fteeds  conteft,  with  emulation  fir'd  ! 
11. 
Thee  ftin  fhe  feeks,  and  tuneful  fmgs  thy  name, 
As  once  fhe  Theron  fung, 
While  with  the  deathlefs  worthy's  fame 

Olympian  Pifa  rung  : 
Nor  lefs  fublime  is  now  her  choice,. 
Nor  lefs  infpir'd  by  thee  her  voice. 
And  now  (he  loves  aloft  to  found 
The  man  for  more  than  mortal  deeds  renown 'd  ; 
Varying  anon  her  theme,  fhe  takes  delight 
The  fwift-heel'd  horfe  to  praife,  and  fing  his  rapid  flight, 

III. 

And  fee  !   the  air-born  racers  flart. 
Impatient  of  the  rein  ; 
Fafler  they  run  than  flies  the  Scythian  dart, 

Nor,  palling,  print  the  plain  ! 
The  winds  themfelves,  who  with  their  fwiftnefs  vie. 

In  vain  their  airy  pinions  ply  ; 
So  far  in  matchlefs  fpeed  thy  courfers  pafj 
Th'  asthereal  authors  of  their  race. 
I. 
And  now  awhile  the  well-fti-ain'd  courfers  breathe  ;, 
And  now,  my  Mufe,  prepare 
Of  olive-leaves  a  twifled  wreath 
To  bind  the  vigor's  hair. 

U  4,  PaUkv 
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Pallas,  in  care  of  human-kind, 
The  fruitful  olive  flrfl  defign'd  ; 
Deep  in  the  glebe  her  fpear  {he  lanc'd, 
When  all  at  once  the  laden  boughs  advanc'd  : 
The  Gods  with  wonder  view'd  the  teeming  eaxth. 
And  all,  with  one  confent,  approv'd  the  beauteous  birth. 
II. 
This  done,  earth-fliaking  Neptune  next  eflayM, 
In  bounty  to  the  world. 
To  emulate  the  blue-ey'd  maid  ; 

And  his  huge  trident  hurl'd 
Againll  the  founding  beach  ;  the  ftroke 
Transfix'd  the  globe,  and  open  broke 
The  central  earth,  whence,  fwift  as  hght. 
Forth  rufh'd  the  firft-born  horfe.  Stupendous  fight ! 
Neptune  for  human  good  the  beaft  ordains. 
Whom  foon  he  tam'd  to  ufe,  and  taught  to  bear  the  reins. 

III. 
Thus  geds  contended  (noble  ftrife. 

Worthy  the  heavenly  mind  ! )  ' 

Wlio  moft  fhould  do  to  foften  anxious  life, 

And  moft  endear  mankind. 

Thus  thou,  Godolphin,  doft  with  Marlborough  ftrive.       | 

From  whofe  joint  toils  we  reft  derive :  i 

Triumph  in  wars  abroad  his  arm  aflures,  1 

Sweet  Peace  at  home  thy  care  fecures.  ',; 


A    ^ 
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T^O  thee,  dear  Dick,  this  tale  I  fend, 
-*•     Both  as  a  critick  and  a  friend. 
I  tell  it  with  fome  variation 
{Not  altogether  a  tranflation) 
From  La  Fontaine  ;  an  author,  Dick, 
"Whofe  Mufe  would  touch  thee  to  the  quick - 
The  fubjeft  is  of  that  fame  kind, 
To  which  thy  heart  feems  moft  inclin'd  : 
How  verfe  may  alter  it,  God  knows  ; 
Thou  lov'ft  it  well,  I'm  fure,  in  profe. 
So,  without  preface,  or  pretence, 
To  hold  thee  longer  in  fufpence, 
I  (hall  proceed,  as  I  am  able. 
To  the  recital  of  my  fable. 

A  gobhn  of  the  merr)'  kind. 
More  black  of  hue,  than  curfl  of  mind, 
To  help  a  lover  in  diilrefs, 
Contriv'd  a  charm  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
That  in  fhort  fpace  the  cruel  dame 
Relented,  and  return'd  his  flame. 
The  bargain,  made  betwixt  them  both, 
Was  bound  by  honour  and  by  oath  : 
The  lover  laid  down  his  falvation. 
And  Satan  flak'd  his  reputation. 

Tlie 
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The  latter  promised  on  his  part 

(To  fer\-e  his  friend,  and  fhew  his  art),. 

That  madam  (hould  by  twelve  o'clock. 

Though  hitherto  as  hard  as  rock, 

Become  as  gentle  as  a  glove. 

And  kifs  and  coo  like  any  dove.  > 

In  fnort,  the  woman  flioiild  be  his, 

That  is,  upon  condition — Viz. 

That  he,  the  lover,  after  tailing 

What  one  would  wifh  were  everlalling. 

Should,  in  return  for  fuch  enjoyment. 

Supply  the  fiend  with  frefh  emplo)Tnent : 

"  That's  all,  quoth  Pug  ;  my  poor  requeft 

"  Is,  only,  never  to  have  reft. 

"  You  thought,  'tis  like,  with  reafon  too, 

'*  That  I  fhould  have  been  ferv'd,  not  you : 

**  But  what  ?  upon  my  friend  irapofe  ! 

**  No — though  a  devil,  none  of  thofe. 

**  Your  bufmefs  then,  pray  underftand  me,. 

**  Is  nothing  more  but  to  command  me. 

**  Of  one  thing  only  let  me  warn  ye  ; 

"  Which  fomewhat  nearly  may  concern  ye  ;: 

**  As  foon  as  e'er  one  work  is  done, 

**  Strait  name  a  new  one  ;  and  fo  on  : 

**  Let  each  to  other  quick  fucceed, 

*'  Or  elfe — you  know  how  'tis  agreed — 

*'  For  if  through  any  hums  or  haws 

*'  There  haps  an  inten^ening  paufe, 

**  In  which,  for  want  of  frefh  commands, 

"  Your  {lave  obfequious  idle  ftands, 

«'  Nor 
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"  Nor  foul  nor  body  ever  niore 
"  Shall  fene  the  nymph  whom  you  adore  ; 
"  But  both  be  laid  at  Satan's  feet, 
"To  be  difpos'd  as  he  thinks  meet." 

At  once  the  lover  all  approves ; 
For  who  can  hefitate  that  loves  ? 
And  thus  he  argues  in  his  thought : 
"  Why,  after  all,  I  venture  nought ; 
"  What  myftery  is  in  commanding  ? 
"  Does  that  require  much  underilanding  ? 
"  Indeed,  wer  t  my  part  to  obey, 
"  He'd  go  the  better  of  the  lay  : 
"  But  he  mull  do  what  I  think  fit — 
"  Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  young  Belzebub  is  bit."" 

Thus  pleas'd  in  mind,  he  calls  a  chair, 
Adjufts,  and  combs,  and  courts  the  fair  : 
The  fpell  takes  place,  and  all  goes  right. 
And  happy  he  employs  the  night 
In  fweet  embraces,  balmy  kiffes, 
And  riots  in  the  bhfs  of  bliffes. 
"  O  joy,"  cried  he,  "  that  has  no  equal !" 
But  hold — no  raptures — mark  the  fequel. 
For  now,  when  near  the  morning's  dav»'n, 
The  youth  began  as  'twere  to  yawn  ; 
His  eyes  a  filky  flumber  feiz'd, 
Or  would  have  done,  if  Pug  had  pleas'd  : 
But  that  officious  D^mon  near. 
Now  buzz'd  for  bufinefs  in  his  ear  ; 
In  hafte,  he  names  a  thoufand  tilings ; 
The  gobhn  plies  his  wicker  wings, 

And 
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And  in  a  trice  returns  to  aik 

Another  and  anotlier  tafi-:. 

Now  palaces  are  built  and  towers. 

The  work  of  ages  in  few  hours. 

Then  florms  are  in  an  inftant  rais'd, 

Which  the  next  moment  are  appeas'd. 

Now  {ho\yers  of  gold  and  gem.s  are  rain'd, 

As  if  each  India  had  been  drained  : 

And  he,  in  one  aftonifli'd  view, 

Sees  both  Golconda  and  Peru. 

Thefe  things,  and  llrangcr  things  than  thefe, 

Were  done  with  equal  fpeed  and  eafe. 

And  now  to  Rome  poor  Pug  he'll  fend  ; 

And  Pug  foon  reach'd  his  journey's  end, 

And  foon  return'd  with  fuch  a  pack 

Of  bulls  and  pardons  at  his  back, 

That  now,  the  Squire  (who  had  fome  hope 

In  holy  water  and  the  pope) 

Was  out  of  heart,  and  at  a  iland 

What  next  to  wifh,  and  what  command  ; 

Invention  flags,  his  brain  grovrs  muddy, 

And  black  defpair  fucceeds  brown  ftudy. 

In  this  diftrefs  the  woeful  youth 

Acquaints  the  nymph  with  ail  the  truth. 

Begging  her  counfel,  for  whofe  fake 

Both  foul  and  body  were  at  ftake. 

**  And  is  this  all  ?"  replies  the  fair: 

**  Let  me  alone  to  cure  this  care. 

**  When  Ti€xt  your  Daemon  fhall  appear, 

"*'  Pray  give  him — ^look,  what  I  hold  here, 

"  And 
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**  And  bid  him  labour,  foon  or  late, 
"  To  lay  thcfe  ringlets  lank  and  ftrait.'* 
Then,  fomething  fcarcely  to  be  feen. 
Her  finger  and  her  thumb  between 
She  held,  and  fweetly  fmiling,  cry'd, 
«  Your  Gobhn's  fldll  Iball  now  be  tr)^M.'* 

She  faid  ;  and  gave — what  fhall  I  call 
That  thing  fo  {hining,  crifp,  and  fmall. 
Which  round  his  finger  ftrove  to  twine  ? 
A  tendril  of  the  C}-prian  vine  ? 
Or  fprig  from  Cytherea's  grove  ;. 
Shade  of  the  labyrinth  of  love  ? 
With  awe,  he  now  takes  from  her  hand 
That  fleece-like  flower  of  hiry  land  : 
Lefs  precious,  whilom,  was  the  fleece 
Which  drew  the  Argonauts  from  Greece  ; 
Or  that,  which  modern  ages  fee 
The  fpur  and  prize  of  chivalry, 
Whofe  curls  of  kindred  texture  grace 
Heroes  and  kings  of  Spanifh  race. 

The  fpark  prepar'd,  and  Pug  at  hand, 
He  ifl'ues,  thus,  his  ftri6l  command : 
"  This  line,  thus  curve  and  thus  orbicular, 
"  Render  direft,  and  perpendicular; 
"  But  fo  dired,  that  in  no  fort 
"  It  ever  may  in  rings  retort. 
"  See  me  no  more  till  this  be  done  : 
**  Hence,  to  thy  tafl<: — avaunt,  be  gone." 

Away  the  fiend  hke  lightning  flies, 
And  all  his  wit  to  work  applies  : 

Anvils 
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Anvils  and  prefles  he  employs, 
And  dins  whole  hell  with  hammering  nolfe. 
In  vain  :  he  to  no  terms  can  bring 
One  twirl  of  that  relu^ant  thing  ; 
Tli'  elaftic  fibre  mocks  his  pains, 
And  its  firft  fpiral  form  retains. 
Kew  llratagems  the  fprite  contrives, 
And  down  the  depths  of  fea  he  dives  : 
**  This  fpriint  its  pertnefs  fure  will  lofc, 
<«  When  laid  (laid  he)   to  foak  in  ooze.'^ 
Poor  foolifK  fiend  !  he  little  knew 
^\Tience  Venus  and  her  garden  grew. 
Old  Ocean,  with  paternal  waves 
The  child  of  his  own  bed  receives  ; 
Which  oft  as  dipt  new  force  exerts, 
And  in  more  vigorous  curls  reverts. 
So  when  to  earth  Alcides  flung 
The  huge  Antaeus,  whence  he  fpnmg, 
•From  every  fall  frefh  flrength  he  gain'd. 
And  with  new  life  the  fight  maintain'd. 
The  baffled  Goblin  grows  perplex'd, 
!Nor  knows  what  flight  to  praftife  next : 
The  more  he  tries,  tlie  more  he  fails ; 
'Nor  charm,  nor  art,  nor  force  avails. 
But  all  concur  his  ftiame  to  fliovr, 
And  more  exafperate  the  foe. 

And  now  he  penfive  tui-ns  and  fad. 
And  looks  like  melancholic  mad. 
He  rolls  his  eyes  now  off,  now  on 
That  wonderful  phcenomenon. 
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Sometimes  he  twifts  and  twirls  it  round. 
Then,  paufing,  meditates  profound  : 
No  end  he  fees  of  his  furprlfe, 
Nor  what  it  fhould  be  can  devife  : 
For  never  was  yet  wool  or  feather. 
That  could  ftand  bufFagainft  all  weather^ 
And  unrelax'd,  like  this,  refill 
Both  wind  and  i-ain,  and  fnow  and  mifl. 
What  fluff,  or  whence,  or  how  'twas  made. 
What  fpinfter  which  could  fpin  fuch  thread. 
He  nothing  knew  ;  but,  to  his  coft, 
Knew  all  his  fame  and  labour  lofl. 
Subdued,  abafh'd,  he  gave  it  o'er  ; 
'Tis  faid,  he  blufh'd.;  'tis  fure,  he  fwore 
Not  all  the  wiles  that  hell  could  hatch 
Could  conquer  that  Superb  JMuftach. 
Defeated  thus,  thus  difcontent. 
Back  to  the  man  the  Daemon  went ; 
"  I  grant,"  quoth  he,  "  our  contradl  null, 
*'  And  give  you  a  difcharge  in  full. 
"  But  tell  me  now,  in  name  of  wonder, 
"  (Since  I  fo  candidly  knock  under) 
*'  ^^^lat  is  this  thing  ?  Where  could  it  grow  ? 
*'  Pray  take  it — 'tis  in  flatu  quo. 
**  Much  good  may't  do  you  ;  for  my  part, 
"  I  wafh  my  hands  oft  from  my  heart." 
"  In  truth.  Sir  Goblin  or  Sir  Fair}'," 
Replies  the  lad,  "  you're  too  foon  wear}'. 
**  What,  leave  this  trifling  tafli  undone  ! 
"  And  think'il  thou  this  the  only  one  ? 

**  Alas  ! 
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"  Alas  !  were  this  fubdued,  thou'dft  find 
**  Millions  of  moii:  fuch  ftill  behind  ; 
**  Which  might  employ,  ev'n  to  eternity, 
**  Both  you  and  all  your  whole  fraternity." 


THE 

PEASANT  IN  SEARCH  OF  HIS  HEIFER. 

A    TALE    AFTER    M.    DE    LA    FONTAINE. 

TT  fo  befeU  :   a  filly  fwain 
•*■   Had  fought  his  heifer  long  in  vain  ; 
For  wanton  fhe  had  frifldng  flray'd. 
And  left  the  lawn,  to  feek  the  ihade. 
Around  the  plain  he  rolls  his  eyes. 
Then  to  the  wood  in  haile  he  hies  ;. 
Where,  fingling  out  the  faireft  tree. 
He  climbs,  in  hopes  to  hear  or  fee. 

Anon,  there  chanc'd  that  way  to  pafs 
A  jolly  lad  and  buxom  lafs  : 
The  place  was  apt,  the  paftime  pleafant ; 
Occafion  with  her  forelock  prefent ;. 
The  girl  agog,  the  gallant  ready  ; 
So  lightly  down  he  lays  my  lady. 
But  fo  ihe  turn'd,  or  fo  was  laid, 
That  fhe  fome  certain  charms  difplay'd. 
Which  with  fuch  wonder  ftruck  his  fight 
(With  wonder,  much  ;  more,  with  delight) 
That  loud  he  cry'd  in  rapture,  "  What  ? 
"  What  fee  I,  gods !  Wiat  fee  I  not  !" 

But 
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But  nothing  nam' d  ;  from  whence  'tis  guefs'd, 
^Twas  more  than  well  could  be  exprefs'd. 

The  clown  aloft,  who  lent  an  ear, 
Straight  ftopt  him  fhort  in  mid  career  ; 
And  louder  cry'd,  "  Ho  !  honeft  friend, 
*'  That  of  thy  feeing  feeft  no  end  ; 
"  Dofl  fee  the  heifer  that  I  feek  ? 
*'  If  doft,  pray  be  fo  kind  to  fpeak." 
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VENUS. 

Q  ING,  Mufe,  the  force  and  all-informing  fire, 
^    Of  Cyprian  Venus,  goddefs  of  defire  : 
Her  charms  th'  Immortal  minds  of  gods  can  m.ove,. 
And' tame  the  ftubborn  race  of  men  to  love. 
The  wilder  herds,  and  ravenous  beafts  of  prey, 
Her  influence  feel,  and  own  her  kindly  fway. 
Thro'  pathlefs  air,  and  boundlefs  ocean's  fpace, 
She  rules  the  feather'd  kind  and  finny  race  ; 
"Whole  nature  on  her  fole  fupport  depends. 
And  far  as  Hfe  exifts,  her  care  extends. 

Of  all  the  numerous  hoft  of  gods  above. 
But  three  are  found  inflexible  to  love. 
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Blue-ey'd  Minerva  free  prefer\TS  her  heart, 

A  virgin  unbeguil'd  by  Cupid's  art ; 

In  fliining  arms  the  martial  maid  delights, 

O'er  war  prefides,  and  well-difpiited  fights  ; 

With  third  of  fame  ilie  firft  the  hero  fir'd. 

And  firft  the  flcill  of  ufeful  arts  infpir'd  ; 

Taught  artifts  firft  the  carving  tool  to  wield. 

Chariots  with  brafs  to  arm,  and  form  the  fenceful 

fhield  : 
She  firfl  taught  modeft  maids  in  early  bloom, 
To  fhun  the  lazy  life,  and  fpin,  or  ply  the  loom. 

Diana  next  the  Paphian  queen  defies. 
Her  fmiling  arts  and  proffer'd  friendfliip  flies  : 
She  loves,  with  well-mouth'd  hounds  and  cheerful  horn, 
Or  filver-founding  voice,  to  wake  the  morn. 
To  wound  the  mountain  boar,   or  roufe  the  vrood- 

land  deer  ; 
To  draw  the  bow,  or  dait  the  pointed  fpear. 
Sometimes,  of  gloomy  groves  ilie  likes  the  fiiades. 
And  there  of  virgin-nymphs  the  chorus  leads  ; 
And  fometimes  feeks  the  town,  and  leaves  the  plains. 
And  loves  fociety  where  virtue  reigns. 

The  third  celeftial  power  averfe  to  love 
Is  virgin  Vefta,  dear  to  miglity  Jove  ; 
WTiom  Neptune  fought  to  wed,  and  Plicebus  wooM  ; 
And  both  with  fruitlefs  labour  long  purfu'd. 
For  fhe,  feverely  chafte,  rejected  both. 
And  bound  her  purpofe  with  a  folemn  oath, 
A  virgin  life  inviolate  to  lead  ; 
She  fwore,  and  Jove  afienting,  bow'd  his  head. 

But 


1 

I 


HOMER'S  H  Y  M  X  T  O  V  E  N  U  S.        307 

But  fince  her  rigid  choice  the  joys  deny'd 

Of  nuptial  rites,  and  blelTings  of  a  bride. 

The  bounteous  Jove  with  gifts  that  want  fupply'd 

High  on  a  throne  (he  Iks  amidil  the  fkics, 

And  firft  is  fed  with  fumes  of  facrifice  ; 

For  holy  rites  to  Vefta  firft  are  paid, 

And  on  her  altar  firil-fruit  offerings  laid  ; 

So  Jove  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  maid. 

Thefe  are  the  powers  above,  and  only  thefe, 
Whom  Love  and  C}'therea's  art  difpleafc  ; 
Of  other  beings,  none  in  earth  or  fkies 
Her  force  refitts,  or  influence  denies. 
With  eafe  her  charms  the  thunderer  can  bind, 
And  captivate  with  love  th'  almighty  mind  : 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  dread  commands  the  gods  obey. 
Submits  to  her,  and  ov.ns  fuperior  fway. 
Enllav'd  to  mortal  beauties  by  her  power. 
He  oft  defcends,  his  creatures  to  adore  ; 
While,  to  conceal  the  theft  from  Juno's  eyes. 
Some  well-diffembled  (hape  the  god  belies. 
Juno,  his  wife  and  fifter,  both  in  place 
And  beauty  firil  among  th'  asthereal  race  ; 
"WTiom,  all  tranfcending,  in  fuperior  worth, 
Wife  Saturn  got,  and  Cybele  brought  forth  : 
And  Jove,  by  never-erring  counfel  fway'd. 
The  partner  of  his  bed  and  empire  made. 

But  Jove  at  length,  with  jull  refentment  fir'd, 
The  laughing  queen  herfelf  with  love  infpir'd. 
Swift  through  her  veins  the  fweet  contagion  ran, 
And  kindled  in  her  breaft  defire  of  mortal  man  j 
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That  fhe,  like  other  deities,  might  prove 

The  pains  and  pleafures  of  inferior  love; 

And  not  infultingly  the  gods  deride, 

Whofe  fons  were  human  by  the  mother's  fide  : 

Thus,  Jove  ordain'd,  fhe  now  for  man  fliould  burn,, 

And  bring  forth  mcwrtal  offspring  in  her  turn. 

Amongfi  the  fprings  which  flow  from  Ida's  head,, 
His  lowing  herds  the  young  Anchifes  fed ; 
^^Tiofe  godlike  form  and  face  the  fmiling  queen 
Beheld,  and  lov'd  to  madnefs,  foon  as  feen  : 
To  Cypms  ftraight  the  wounded  goddefs  flies, 
Where  Paphian  temples  in  her  honour  rife. 
And  altars  fmoke  with  daily  facrifice. 
Soon  as  arriv'd,  fne  to  her  flirine  repair'd. 
Where  entering  quick,  the  fhining  gates  (he  barr'd  i. 
The  ready  Graces  wait,  her  baths  prepare. 
And  oint  with  fragrant  oils  her  flowing  hair, 
Her  flowing  hair  around  her  flioulders  fpreads, 
And  all  adown  ambrofial  odour  fheds. 
Laft,  in  tranfparent  robes  her  limbs  they  fold, 
Enrich'd  with  ornaments  of  pureft  gold  ; 
And,  thus  attir'd,  her  chariot  ftie  afcends, 
And,  Cyprus  left,  her  flight  to  Troy  flie  bends. 

On  Ida  file  alights,  then  feeks  the  feat. 
Which  lov'd  Anchifes  chofe  for  his  retreat ; 
And  ever  as  flie  walk'd  through  lawn  or  wood, 
Promifcuous  herds  of  beafl:s  admiring  flood; 
Some  humbly  follow,  while  fome  fawning  meet. 
And  lick  the  ground,  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 

Dogs 
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Dogs,  lions,  wolves,  and  be?.rs,  their  eyes  unite, 
And  the  fwift  panther  Hops  to  gaze  with  fix'd  delight. 
For  ever}-  glance  fhe  gives  foft  fire  imparts, 
Enkindling  fweet  defire  in  favage  hearts. 
Inflam'd  with  love,  all  fingle  out  their  mates, 
And  to  their  ihady  dens  each  pair  retreats. 

Meantime  the  tent  fhe  fpies  fo  much  defir'd, 
"Where  her  Anchifes  was  alone  retired  ; 
Withdrawn  from  all  his  friends  and  fellow-fwains. 
Who  fed  their  flocks  beneath,  and  fought  the  plains  ; 
In  pleafing  folitude  the  youth  (he  found, 
Intent  upon  his  lyre's  harmonious  found. 
Before  his  eyes  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  ftood. 
In  form  and  drefs,  a  huntrefs  of  the  wood  ; 
For,  had  he  feen  the  goddcfs  undifguis'd, 
The  youth  with  awe  and  fear  had  been  furpris'd, 
Fix'd  he  beheld  her,  and  with  joy  admir'd 
To  fee  a  nymph  fo  bright,  and  fo  attir'd  : 
For  from  her  flowing  robe  a  luftre  fpread, 
As  if  with  radiant  flames  fhe  were  array'd  ; 
Her  hair  in  part  difclos'd,  and  part  conceal'd. 
In  ringlets  f<fll,  or  was  with  jewels  held  : 
With  various  gold  and  gems  her  neck  was  grac'd. 
And  orient  pearls  heav'd  on  her  panting  breail  ; 
Bright  as  the  moon  fhe  fhone,  with  filent  light. 
And  charm'd  his  fenfe  witli  wonder  and  dehght. 

Thus  while  Anchifes  gaz'd,  through  every  vein 
A  thrilling  joy  he  felt,  and  pleafing  pain  : 
At  length  he  fpake  —  "  All  hail,  celefl:ial  fair  I 
*'  Who  humbly  doH  to  vifi*:  earth  repair. 

X  3  "Who- 
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Wlioe'er  thou  art,  defcended  from  above, 

Latona,  Cynthia,  or  the  Queen  of  Love  ; 

All  hail  I   all  honour  {hall  to  thee  be  paid  : 

Or  art  thou  *  Themis  ?  or  the  f  blue-ey'd  maid  ? 

Or  art  thoa  faireft  of  the  Graces  three, 

Who  with  the  gods  fliare  immortality? 

Or  elfe,  feme  nymph,  the  guardian  of  thefe  woods, 

Thefe  caves,  thefe  fruitful  hills,  or  cr\-ftal  floods  ? 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  in  fome  confpicuous  field, 

1  to  thy  honour  will  an  altar  build. 
Where  holy  offerings  I'll  each  hour  prepare, 
O  prove  but  thou  propitious  to  my  prayer  ! 
Grant  me,  among  the  Trojan  race  to  prove 
A  patriot  worthy  of  my  country's  love  ; 
Blefs'd  in  myfelf,  I  beg  I  next  may  be 
Blefs'd  in  my  children  and  pofterity: 
Happy  in  health,  long  let  me  fee  the  fun. 
And,  lov'd  by  all,  late  may  my  days  be  done.'* 

He  faid. — Jove*s  beauteous  daughter  thus  reply'd. 
Delight  of  human  kind,  thy  fex's  pride  i 
Honour'd  Anchifes,  you  behold  in  me 
No  goddefs  blefs'd  with  immortality  ; 
But  mortal  I,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
Otreus  my  father  (you  have  heard  the  name), 
Who  rulcG  the  fair  extent  of  Phr)-gia's  lands, 
And  all  her  towns  and  fortreffes  commands. 
When  yet  an  infant,  I  to  Troy  was  brought. 
There  was  I  nurs'd,  and  there  your  language  taught  ; 

*  The  Gcddefs  of  E(iuity  and  Right.  +  Pallas, 

«  Then 
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*'  Then  wonder  not,  if,  thus  InftruAed  young, 
*'  I,  like  my  own,  can  fpeak  the  Trojan  tongue. 
**  In  me,  one  of  Diana's  nymphs  behold  ; 
"  Why  thus  arriv'd,  I  fhall  the  caufe  unfold. 
*'  As  late  our  fports  we  practis'd  on  the  plain, 
"  I  and  my  fellow-nymphs  of  Cynthia's  train, 
*'  Dancing  in  chorus,  and  with  garlands  crown'd, 
*'  And  by  admiring  crowds  encompafs'd  round, 
*'  Lo  !  hovering  o'er  my  head  I  faw  the  god 
*'  ^Vho  Argus  flew,  and  bears  the  golden  rod  f 
**  Sudden  he  feiz'd,  then  bore  me  from  their  fight, 
"  Cutting  through  liquid  air  his  rapid  flight  : 
*'  O'er  many  ftates  and  peopled  towns  we  pafs'd, 
**  O'er  hills  and  vallies,  and  o'er  defarts  waile  ; 
*'  O'er  barren  moors,  and  o'er  unwholefome  fens, 
"  And  woods  where  beafts  inhabit  dreadful  dens. 
"  Through  all  which  pathlefs  way  our  fpeed  was  fuch, 
"  We  ilopt  not  once  the  face  of  earth  to-  touch. 
*'  Meantime  he  told  me,  while  through  air  we  fled, 
"  That  Jove  ordain'd  I  fhould  Anchifes  wed, 
"  And  with  illuftrious  offspring  blefs  his  bed. 
"  This  faid,  and  pointing  to  me  your  abode, 
*'  To  heaven  again  up-foar'd  the  fwift-wing'd  God  ; 
*'  Thus,  of  necelTity,  to  you  I  come, 
*'  Unknown,  and  loft,  far  from  my  native  home. 
*'  But  I  conjure  you,  by  the  throne  of  Jove, 
**  By  all  that's  dear  to  you,  by  all  you  love, 
**  By  your  good  parents  (for  no  bad  could  e'er 
**  Produce  a  fon  fo  graceful,  good,  and  fair}, 

X  4  «  That 
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*'  That  you  no  wiles  employ  to  win  my  heart, 
**  But  let  me  hence  an  untouch'd  maid  depart  ; 
*'  Inviolate  and  guiltlefs  of  your  bed, 
*'  Let  me  be  to  your  houfe  and  mother  led. 
**  Me  to  your  father  and  your  brothers  fhow, 
''  And  our  alliance  firll  let  them  allow  ; 
**  Let  me  be  known,  and  my  condition  own'd, 
*'  And  no  unequal  match  I  may  be  found. 
**  Equality  to  them  my  birth  may  claim, 
**  Worthy  a  daughter's  or  a  filler's  name, 
**  Thoug'h  for  your  wife  of  too  inferior  fame. 
**  Next,  let  ambaffadors  to  Phr}^gia  hafte, 
*'  To  tell  my  father  of  my  fortunes  pall, 
*'  And  eafe  my  mother  in  that  anxious  ftate 
*'  Of  doubts  and  fears,  which  cares  for  me  create. 
**  They,  in  return,  fhall  prefents  "bring  from  thence 
*'  Of  rich  attire,  and  fums  of  gold  immenfe^ 
*'  You  in  peculiar  fhall  with  gifts  be  grac'd, 
*'  In  price  and  beauty  far  above  the  reft. 
"  This  doncj  perform  th£  rites  of  nuptial  love, 
**  Grateful  to  men  below,  and  gods  above." 
She  faid,  and  from  her  eyes  fhot  fubtle  fires. 
Which  to  his  heart  infinuate  defires. 
E-efilUefs  love  in-vading  thus  his  bread, 
The  panting  youth  the  fmihng  queen  addrefs'd, 
"  Since  mortal  you,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
*'  And  Otreus  you  report  your  father's  name  ; 
^'  And  fmce  th'  immortal  Hermes  from  above, 

^*  To  execute  the  dread  commands  of  Jove, 

"  Yoi 
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*•  Your  Wondrous  beauties  hither  has  convey'd, 

*'  A  nuptial  Hfe  with  me  henceforth  to  lead : 

"  Know,  now,  that  neither  gods  nor  men  have  powV 

"  One  minute  to  defer  the  happy  hour  ; 

^  This  inllant  will  I  feize  upon  thy  charms, 

**  Mix  with  thy  fold,  and  melt  within  thy  arms  : 

**  Tho'  Phcebus,  arm'd  with  his  unerring  dart, 

^'  Stood  ready  to  transfix  my  panting  heart ; 

"  Tho*  death,  tho'  hell,  in  confequence  attend, 

*'  Thou  fhalt  with  me  the  genial  bed  afcend/' 

He  faid,  and  fudden  fnatch'd  her  beauteous  hand  ; 
The  goddefs  fmil'd,  nor  did  th'  attempt  withiland  : 
But  fix'd  her  eyes  upon  the  hero's  bed, 
V/here  foft  and  filken  coverlets  were  fpread, 
And  over  all  a  counterpane  was  plac'd. 
Thick  fown  with  furs  of  many  a  favage  beall, 
Of  bears  and  lions,  heretofore  his  fpoil ; 
And  ftill  remain'd  the  trophies  of  his  toil. 

Now  to  afcend  the  bed  they  both  prepare. 
And  he  with  eager  hafte  difrobes  the  fair. 

Her  fparkling  necklace  firil  he  laid  aiide  ; 
Her  bracelets  next,  and  braided  hair  untied  : 
And  now,  his  bufy  hand-  her  zone  unbrac'd, 
V/hich  girt  her  radiant  robe  around  her  waift  ; 
Her  radiant  robe,  at  Tail,  afide  was  thrown, 
Whofe  rofy  hue  with  dazzling  luftre  fhone. 

The  Queen  of  Love  the  youth  thus  difarray'd, 
And  on  a  chair  of  gold  her  veilments  laid. 
Anchifes  now  (fo  Jove  and  fate  ordain'd) 
The  fweet  extreme  of  ecflafv  attaiu'd  j 

And 
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And  mortal  he,  was  like  th'  immortals  blefs'd, 
Not  confcious  of  the  goddefs  he  pofTefs'd. 

But  when  the  fwains  their  flocks  and  herds  had 
fed. 
And  from  the  flow'ry  field  returning,  led 
Their  fheep  to  fold,  and  oxen  to  the  fhed ; 
In  foft  and  pleafing  chains  of  fleep  profound. 
The  wary  goddefs  her  Anchifes  bound  : 
Then  gently  rifing  from  his  fide  and  bed. 
In  all  her  bright  attire  her  limbs  array'd. 

And  now  her  fair-crown'd  head  aloft  fhe  rears. 
Nor  more  a  mortal,  but  herfelf  appears ; 
Her  face  refulgent,  and  majefiiic  mien, 
Confefs'd  the  goddefs,  love's  and  beauty's  queen. 

Then  thus  aloud  fhe  calls*    "  Anchifes,  wake  ; 
"  Thy  fond  repofe  and  letharg)''  forfake  : 
*'  Look  on  the  nymph  who  late  from  Phr^^gia  came, 
*'  Behold  me  well — fay,  if  I  feem  the  fami.e." 

At  her  firfl  call  the  chains  of  fleep  were  broke. 
And,  Halting  from  his  bed,  Anchifes  woke  : 
But  when  he  Venus  view'd  without  difguife. 
Her  fhining  neck  beheld,  and  radiant  eyes ; 
Awed  and  abafh'd,  he  turn'd  his  head  afide. 
Attempting  with  his  robe  his  face  to  hide. 
Confus'd  with  wonder,  and  with  fear  opprefs'd. 
In  winged  words  he  thus  the  queen  addrefs'd. 

"  WTien  firft,  O  goddefs,  I  thy  form  beheld, 

**  "Whofe  charms  fo  far  humanity  excell'd  ; 

**  To  thy  celeftial  pow'r  my  vows  I  paid, 

**  And  with  humihty  implor'd  thy  aid : 

«'  But 
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"  But  thou,  for  fccret  caufe  to  me  unknown, 

"  Didfh  thy  divine  immortal  Hate  difown. 

*'  But  now,  I  beg  thee  by  the  filial  love 

*'  Due  to  thy  father,  ^gis-bearing  Jove, 

*'  CompaiTion  on  my  human  Hate  to  {how ; 

*'  Nor  let  me  lead  a  life  infirm  below  : 

"  Defend  me  from  the  woes  which  mortals  wait, 

"  Nor  let  me  fiiare  of  men  the  common  fate  : 

"  Since  never  man  with  length  of  days  was  bleft, 

"  "WTio  in  dehghts  of  love  a  deity  poffefs'd." 

To  him  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  thus  replied  ; 
**  Be  bold,  Anchifes ;   in  my  love  confide  : 
*'  Nor  me,  nor  other  god,  thou  needll  to  fear, 
"  For  thou  to  all  the  heavenly  race  art  dear. 
"  Know,  from  our  loves,  thou  (halt  a  fon  obtain, 
*'  Who  over  all  the  realm  of  Troy  fhall  reign  ; 
**  From  whom  a  race  of  monarchs  fliall  defcend, 
"And  whofe  pofterity  fhall  know  no  end. 
*'  To  him  thou  fhalt  the  name  jEneas  give, 
**  As  one,  for  whofe  conception  I  muft  grieve, 
*'  Oft  as  I  think  he  to  exifl  began 
"  From  my  conjundlion  with  a  mortal  man." 

But  Troy,  of  all  the  habitable  earth. 
To  a  fuperior  race  of  men  gives  birth  ; 
Producing  heroes  of  th'  asthcreal  kind. 
And  next  refembling  gods  in  form  and  mind. 

From  thence  great  Jove  to  azure  fides  convey'd, 
To  live  with  gods,  the  lovely  Ganymede. 
Where,  by  th'  immortals  honour'd,  (flrange  to  fee  !) 
The  youth  enjoys  a  blefs'd  eternity. 

In 
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In  bowls  of  gold  he  ruddy  neftar  pours, 
-And  Jove  regales  in  his  unbended  hours. 
Long  did  the  king,  his  fire,  his  abfence  mourn, 
Doubtful  by  whom,  or  where  the  boy  was  borne  : 
Till  Jove,  at  length,  in  pity  of  his  grief, 
Difpatch'd  Argicides  to  his  relief; 
And  more,  vrith  gifts  to  pacify  his  mind. 
He  fent  him  horfes  of  a  deathlefs  kind, 
WHiofe  feet  outftript,  in  fpeed,  the  rapid  wind  : 
Charging  withal  fwift  Heiines  to  relate 
The  youth's  advancement  to  a  heav'nly  ftate  ; 
Where  all  his  hours  are  paft  in  circling  joy, 
"WHiich  age  can  ne'er  decay,  nor  death  deftroy. 
Now,  when  this  embafTy  the  king  receives, 
No  m.ore  for  abfent  Ganymede  he  grieves  ; 
The  pleafing  news  his  aged  heart  revives. 
And  v^ith  delight  his  fwiit-heel'd  fteeds  he  drives. 

"  But  when  the  gold-enthron'd  Aurora  made 
**  Tithonus  partner  of  her  rcfy  bed, 
**'  (Tithonus  too  was  of  the  Trojan  h'ne, 
'*  Refembling  gods  in  face  and  form  divine) 
*'  For  him  {he  ftrait  the  Thunderer  addrefs'd, 
"  That  with  perpetual  life  he  might  be  blefs'd  : 
'*  Jove  heard  her  pray'r,  and  granted  her  requeil. 
'*  But  ah  !   how  rafh  was  fhc,  how  indifcreet ! 
*'  The  moft  material  blefiing  to  omit ; 
*'  Neglecting,   or  not  thinking  to  provide, 
^*  That  length  of  days  might  be  with  llrength  flipplied; 
'*'  And  to  her  lover's  endlefs  life,   engage 
**  An  endlefs  youth,  incapable  of  age. 

"  But 
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**  But  hear  wliat  fate  befell  this  heav'niy  fair, 
"  In  gold  enthron'd,  the  bnghtell  child  of  air. 
"  Tithonus,  while  of  pleafing  youth  pofTefs'd,. 
**  Is  by  Aurora  with  delight  carefs'd ; 
"  Dear  to  her  arms,  he  in  her  court  refides, 
"  Beyond  the  verge  of  earth,  and  ocean's  utmoft 
tides. 

"  But  when  {he  faw  grey  hairs  begin  to  fpread, 
**  Deform  his  beard,  and  difadorn  his  head, 
**  The  goddefs  cold  in  her  embraces  grew, 
'^  His  arms  dechn'd,  and  from  his  bed  withdrew  ; 
"  Yet  ilill  a  kind  of  nurfmg  care  fhe  fhow'd, 
"  And  food  ambrofial,  and  rich  clothes  beftowM : 
**  But  when  of  age  he  felt  the  fad  extreme, 
**  And  ev'r}'  nerve  was  fhrunk,  and  limb  was- lame, 
**  Lock'd  in  a  room  her  ufelefs  fpoufe  fhe  left, 
**  Of  youth,  of  vigour,  and  of  voice  bereft. 
**  On  terms  like  thefe,  I  never  can  defire 
'*  Thou  fhouldil  to  immortality  afpire. 

"  Couldft  thou  indeed,  as  now  thou  art,  remain, 
"  Thy  ftrength,  thy  beauty,  and  thy  youth  retain,, 
"  Couldft  thou  for  ever  thus  my  hufband  prove, 
*'  I  might  live  happy  in  thy  endlefs  love  ; 
**  Nor  (hould  I  e'er  have  caufe  to  dread  the  day, 
**  When  I  muft  mourn  thy  lofs  and  life's  decay. 
"  But  thou,  alas  !  too  foon  and  fure  muft  bend 
**  Beneath  the  woes  which  painful  age  attend ; 
*'  Inexorable  age  !  whofe  wretched  ftate 
*'  All  mortals  dread,  and  all  immortals  hate. 

Now^ 
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**  Now.  know,  I  alfo  mufl  my  portion  fhare, 
**  And  for  thy  fake  reproach  and  (hame  mull  bear* 
*'  For  I,  who  heretofore  in  chains  of  love 
**  Could  captivate  the  minds  of  gods  above, 
**  And  force  them,  by  my  all-fubduing  charms, 
**  To  figh  and  languifh  in  a  woman's  arms ; 
*'  Mull  now  no  more  that  pow*r  fuperior  boall, 
**  Nor  tax  \\-ith  weaknefs  the  celellial  holl ; 
**  Since  I  myfelf  this  dear  amends  have  made, 
**  And  am  at  lail  by  my  own  arts  betray 'd. 

"  Erring  like  them,  with  appetite  deprav'd, 
**  This  hour,  by  thee,  I  have  a  fon  conceiv'd  ; 
**  Whom  hid  beneath  my  zone,  I  mull  conceal, 
<*  Till  time  his  being  and  my  Ihame  reveal. 

"  Him   fhall  the  nymphs  who    th^fe  fair  wood* 
adorn, 
**  In  their  deep  bofoms  nurfe,  as  foon  as  born  ; 
*'  Thev  nor  of  mortal  nor  immortal  feed 
**  Are  faid  to  fpring,  yet  on  ambrofia  feed, 
'*  And  long  they  live,  and  oft  in  chorus  join 
"  With  gods  and  goddeffes  in  dance  divine. 
**  Thefe  the  Sileni  court ;  thefe  Hermes  loves, 
"  And  their  embraces  feeks  in  fhady  groves. 
**  Their  origin  and  birth  thefe  nymphs  deduce 
*'  From  common  parent  earth's  prolific  juice  ; 
**  With  lofty  firs  which  grace  the  mountain's  brow, 
**  Or  ample-fpreading  oaks  at  once  they  grow  ; 
*'  All  have  their  trees  allotted  to  their  care, 
*'  "Whofe  growth,  duration,  and  decreafe  they  fhare. 

"  But 
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*'  But  holy  are  thefe  groves  by  mortals  held, 
**  And  therefore  by  the  ax  are  never  fell'd. 
*'  But  when  the  fate  of  fome  fair  tree  draws  nigh, 
*'  It  lirft  appears  to  droop,  and  then  grows  dry  ; 
■*'  The  bark  to  crack  and  perilli  next  is  feen, 
*'  And  laft  the  boughs  it  fheds,  no  longer  green  : 
*'  And  thus  the  nymphs  expire  by  like  degrees, 
**  And  live  and  die  coseval  with  their  trees. 

"  Thefe  gentle  nymphs,  by  my  perfuafion  won, 
*^  Shall  in  their  fweet  receffes  nurfe  my  fon  ; 
**  And  when   his   cheeks  vrith    youth's  firfl  blufncs 

glow, 
*'  To  thee  the  facred  maids  the  boy  fhall  (how. 

*'  More  to  inilnict  thee,  when  five  years  fhall  end, 
*'  I  will  again  to  vifit  thee  defcend, 
"  Bringing  thy  beauteous  fon  to  charm  thy  fight, 
*'  Whofe  godlike  form  ftiall  fill  thee  with  delight ; 
"  Him  will  I  leave  thenceforward  to  thy  care, 
"  And  will  that  with  him  thou   to  Troy  repair  : 
*'  There,  if  inquiiy  fhall  be  made,  to  know 
"  To  whom  thou  dorc  fo  bright  an  oiTspring  ow^  ; 
"  Be  fure,  thou  nothing  of  the  truth  detect, 
*•  But  ready  anfwer  make  as  I  direft. 
"  Say  of  a  fylvan  nymph  the  fair  youth  came, 
*'  And  Calycopis  call  his  mother's  name. 
"  For  fhouldft  thou  boafl  the  truth,  and  madly  own 
"  That  thou  in  blifs  hadft  Cytherea  known, 
"  Jove  would  lu's  anger  pour  upon  thy  head, 
"  And  with  avenging  thunder  flrike  thee  dead. 

2  **  Now 
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**  Now  all  is  told  thee,  and  jull  caution  giv'n, 

"  Be  fecret  thou,  and  dread  the  wrath  of  heav'n.'* 

She  faid,  and  fudden  foar*d  above  his  fight, 
Cutting  thro'  liquid  air  her  heav'nward  flight. 

All  hail,  bright  Cyprian  queen  !  thee  firfl:  I  pralfe. 
Then  to  fome  other  pow'r  transfer  my  lays. 


C  O  K' 
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